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PREFATORY EPISTLE. 


EDICA TION !—Pxzzracs |—The' firſt is calculated: to 

ſerve the lucrative purpoſes of Authors; both. con- 
tribute to the Printer's, and anſwer an end likewiſe to the 
| Bookſeller ; for with buyers, who, in the idea of quality, in- 
clude quantity, the Book becomes more ſaleable by increafing 
its bulk—a threefold advantage !—And yet, Mr. Printer, I 
don't find any of theſe motives likely to affect me. You ſay 
they are cuſtomary, time immemorial, and the inſeparable 
handmaids of the Muſes. I believe you to be a very honeſt 
man, and that you mean me well; yet ſtill I muſt differ from 
you in opinion. Dedications, for the moſt part, are eſteemed, 
as they ought, the venal incenſe of proſtituted pens; and from 
the days of Auguſtur, to this hour, have all run pretty much 
in the ſame ſtrain, neither reflecting honour on their authors, 
nor the perſons to whom they are addrefſed. When I praiſe, I 
do it really from my heart, building ſolely on the rock of 
Truth; *tis the tribute of approbation, and I wiſh to be be- 
lieved, which is not often the fate of thoſe elaborate eulogi- 
ums. Like the ordinary phraſes of ſalutation (mere matter of 
form, and words of courſe) they leave no impreſſion, and 
are {lighted over without regard. Were I diſpoſed to indulge 
| "0 -” 4 | the 
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the cuſtom, I ſhould be at no loſs where to tender my devo- 
tions ; but all the accompliſhments, the graces, the virtues, 
and the perfections of A ®F**F#*##*#*#*#*#*#* delineated in 
their full glory, could not filence the cavils of ignorance, de- 
precate the tongue of malevolence, or ſcreen me from invi- 
dious imputations : Be thou as chaſte as ice, as pure as 


ſnow, thou ſhalt not eſcape Calumny.” 


An appeal to the reader's candour would avail as little. 
He purchaſes the book with his money ; it is his ; and may 
he not uſe it as he pleaſes? Who ſhall deprive him of his 
privilege ? there then let it reſt.— This Volume is the pro- 
duction of different hands, and their writings, like the Si- 
byl's leaves, are diſperſed up and down without any obſer- 
vation of order or connection, either as to ſubject or perſons, 
ſo that it is in all ſenſes miſcellaneous. I am held forth the 
oſtenſible Miniſter on the occaſion, and, being enjoined to ab- 
ſolute filence, have no power to ſcreen my faults behind the 
reſpectable names of others, or to make any acknowlege- 
ments for their favours. But I thin the more; and ſhall 
always rejoice in hearing juſtice done to the merit of my 
friends; while, as to my own part, I muſt efteem myſelf 

happy if I eſcape the ſeverity of cenſure. 


The Engliſh have had their Collections; ſo have the 
Scotch ; and both have enriched their publications with 
Gems from Ireland. We know of nothing before, of this 

; | nature, 
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nature, undertaken amongſt us; and, in the latter reſpect, 
we have been rather more delicate than our neighbours, 
cautiouſly avoiding to inſert any thing which was not pro- 
perly of native growth. If it ſhould in any inſtance appear 
otherwiſe, it muſt be imputed to inadvertency, not inten- 
tion. We could prove an indubitable claim to many things 
which they have appropriated ; but have reſumed only two 
or three pieces at the ſpecial direction of their author, who 
aſſerted his property, and thought it no robbery to make free 
with his own. Very few political pieces, or ſuch as are pro- 
feſſedly ſatirical, have gained admittance here: for, in both 
caſes, tis to be feared, they are too often the ebullitions of 
private pique, and unwarrantable prejudices, dictated by an 
irritable rancourous ſpirit, rather than a ſincere defire of 
correcting abuſes, and benefiting mankind. - The love of 
honeſt praiſe is natural, and inherent in the human foul ; 
tis authorized by the Deity ; and whoever pretends to 
ridicule or deſpiſe it, tacitly arraigns himſelf, and confeſſes. 
his own unworthineſs. We have made this ennobling qua- 
lity the baſis, on which to recommend and eſtabliſh the prin- 
ciples of virtue, and generous emulation, and, agreeably 
to the obſervation, that example confirms and gives influence 
to precept, in drawing any amiable picture we produce it 
realized, in the perſon to whom it is inſcribed. Our originals, 
tis true, are chiefly ſelected from the Beau Monde, not that 
we feel ourſelves more obſequious to Titles than others; more 


dazzled 
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dazzled with the ſplendors of grandeur, or more inclined to 
bow down to Mammon; but becauſe in elevated ſtations the 
virtues are moſt confpeuous, and the inſtances more ſtriking, 
as they are more rarely met with. Gradation and order, 
are neceſſary to civil polity ; but ſtill, honour is due, and only 
due to intrinſic worth; and whoever inſinuates a claim to re- 
ſpect merely from the aa tit 0e circumſtances of fortune, 


may be often mortified with very humiliating diſappoint- 


ments. In the midſt of gratifications, it is difficult to pre- 
ſerve.equanimity : hence greatneſs of mind is ſeen more per- 
fect in proſperity, than in adverſity. In proſperity, the foul 
is obliged to a vigorous and conſtant exertion of her powers, 
to combat a variety of ſeducing allurements, and to main- 
tain her dignity, at the expence of much labour and ſelf- 
denial: Virtue is there an active quality. In adverſity the 
merit chiefly lies in acquieſcence and reſignation, and is 
more of a negative nature. Man is an ambitious animal ; 
we turn our eyes upward, and the luſtre of an object attracts 
our attention, conciliates favour, and invites imitation. 


You ſay, Mr. Printer, our title of Syamrock has been re- 
marked upon—whether in ſtrictneſs it be properly, or im- 
properly applied, I ſhall not diſpute ; it ſerves the purpoſe. 
The wild Trefoil, under that name, is well known to the people 
of Ireland. St. Patrick, our great patron ſaint, uſed it em- 
blematically on his firſt introducing Chriſtianity into this 


nation, 
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nation, to repreſent to the ignorant natives the myſtery of 
the Trinity. It is ſtill held in eſtimation by us; for which 
reaſon only, abſtracted from any religious alluſion, it was 


judged a national title ſufficiently ſuitable to ſuch a work. 


The old Milzſians contend for original orthography, and 
write Shambrogue, Shamrogue, or Shamrog ; Spenſer and 
Dr. S. Johnſon authorize our ſpelling, conformably to the 
eſtabliſhed idiom of pronunciation, the rational way of wri- 
ting all words, whether originals, or of foreign etymology. 
St. Patrick was happy in the uſe he made of the Shamrock. 
Nothing could be more adapted to the taſte and genius of 

the people he had to do with; for they were particularly 
addicted to botanic knowlege. Their principal and moſt 
favourite food was the Shamrock, Water-creſſes, Sorrel, and 
Scurvy-graſs. Many proofs of their attachment to herbs, 
plants and trees, ſtill ſubſiſt. Strabo, in his epitome, calls 
them Herbis YVeſcentes—Herb-Earers. They even diſtin- 
guiſhed the letters of their alphabet by names taken from 
different trees; and the river that runs thro' Dublin, Ana- 
liffey, or Liffey, i. e. the River of Herbs, took its name from the 
variety and abundance of them growing upon its banks. It 
was cuſtomary of old to celebrate a feſtival, annually, on a 
certain day, near the place where Dublin now ſtands ; on 
which occaſion the inhabitants from all parts flocked toge- 
ther in vaſt numbers. The Youth of both ſexes, dreſſed in 
white, and crowned with chaplets of herbs and flowers, went 


Out 
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vut upon the river, and, all the time playing upon their harps, 
and finging, continued failing to and fro' in their light 
wicker barges, till ſun-ſet. Every now and then the ſpec- 
tators, crowding on the ſhores, joined in chorus; and the 
ſurrounding woods and mountains re-echoed with their ac- 
clamations. Then quitting their boats, they betook them- 
ſelves to tents pitched in the adjacent fields and meadows for 
their reception, and concluded the day with  feaſting, 
dancing, and other Arcadian ſports, in gratitude for the be- 
nefits conferred upon them by Analiſſey, to whoſe influence 
and. nouriſhment they attributed the bountiful ſupply of 


thoſe ſalubrious vegetables. 


Our Book contains nearly double the number of pages, 
and on each almoſt double the number of lines that are 
uſually allotted to works of this nature, printed on the terms. 
This was partly a point of honour, and partly intended as a 
mark of reſpe& due to our ſubſcribers. No modern propoſal 
has probably been more auſpiciouſly received ; numerous as 
is the liſt, none were ſolicited, few even required to be aſked ; 
and, though graced with names of the firſt diſtinction, the 
honour of their countenance and encouragement becomes 
infinitely enhanced, inaſmuch as they were voluntary and free. 

Should the merits of the work prove in any reſpect propor- 
tioned to the Editor's grateful ſenſibility in this point, he 
need entertain no fears of ſucceſs, This merit, however it 
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may boaſt, it is not ſullied with one venal line. Several enter- 
taining and valuable pieces we were under a neceſlity of poſt- 
poning to a future opportunity ; but whenever they may ap- 
pear, we have no doubt of their doing honour to their authors. 
This publication has been rather too long delayed ; that was 
latterly your fault, Mr. Printer: as far as I may ſeem to 
blame will perhaps be excuſed, when it is known, that I am 
engaged, at leaſt, fifteen hours a day in the actual diſcharge 
of the duties of my profeſſion. 


Such readers as are notwithſtanding diſpoſed. to be cynical, 
we muſt refer to the motto of our propoſals from Martial, re- 
tained alſo in the title page, which, for the ſake of the leſs 
learned, is here annexed, as tranſlated by a School-boy. 


Many are good, ſome middling, more are bad, 
But yet they are the beſt that could be had ; 
And if Sir CarTic like them not, he may 


Even ſhut the Book, and, whiſtling, walk his way. 


Tuz EDITOR. 
Grafton-ftreet, Dublin, 


April t5th, 1772. 
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GOOD Repute, a virtuous Name, 
Philoſophers ſet forth, 

As the unerring Path to Fame, 
If Fame conſiſt in Worth. 


This Jewel, rarely to be found, 
Sets Merit full-in View; 

A moral Glory ſhines around 
Whatc'er the Virtuous do, 
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A ſpurious and very imperſe Copy of this, obo econ, vid a few 
others inſerted in the Courſe of this Work, may have been ſecn in Print before. 


— Enquire at any murmuring Stream, 
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The precious Ointment, gently ſhed, 
O'er mental Ills prevails ; 

And, where the fragrant Med'cine's ſpread, 
It animates and heals. 


Yet hard it is to uſe it right, 
Tho' beautiful to view ; 

It ſhines diſtinguiſhingly bright, 
How tranſitory too 


Like Glaſs it glitters, ſoon 'tis crack'd, 
Irreparably frail! 
All Moraliſts allow the Fact, 
So I apply my Tale. 


When Things inanimate could ſpeak, 
Fix ER once agreed with WATER, 

A friendly Jaunt one Day to take, 
But where, tis no great Matter. 


It happen' d, that, the Day before 
Each left his different Station, 
They choſe a third, worth twenty more, 
And this was——RgPuTA TION. 


The three Companions now reflect, 

| If Chance ſhould once divide em, 

How each his Letters might direct, 
Or who would ſureſt guide em. 


Says Wa rzx, Friends, you'll hear my Name, 


Tho' loſt upon a Mountain, 
Or ſeek me in a Fountain. 
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Where Marſhes ſtagnate, Bogs extend, 
Green Reeds, and turfy Sods 
Direct a Path to meet your Friend; 

A Path the Bullruſh nods. 


From deep Caſcades I ſometimes pour; 
Through Meadows gently glide ; 
I drop a Dew; deſcend a Shower; 
Or thunder in.a Tide. 


Your reſtleſs Make, quoth Fize, I knew, 
Juſt like your Parent Ocean: | 
like to rove as well as you, 
My Life conſiſts in Motion. 


But ſhould I tray, you'll find me ſoon 
In Matches, Flints, and Tapers 

And tho' my Temper's briſk and boon, 
I am often in the Vapours. 


From Smoke ſure Tidings you may get, 
It can't ſubſiſt without me: 

Or find me, like ſome fond Coquette, 
With fifty Sparks about me. 


In Poets all my Marks you ſee, 
Since Flaſh and Smoke reveal me ;. 
Suſpect me always near Nat Lee, 
Even Blackmore can't conceal me. 


In Milton's Page I glow by Art, 
One Flame, intenſe and even ; 
In Shakeſpeare's, blaze a ſudden Start, 
Like Lightening ſhot from Heaven. 
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In many more, a living Ray, 
Thro' various Forms I ſhift ; 

1 am gently lambent while I am Gay, 
But brighteſt when I am Swift. 


In different Shapes too am I ſeen 
Among the Young and Fair ; 

And as the Virtues ſhine within, 
You'll ever find me there. 


A with pure, brilliant, piercing Gleams, 


Arm bright Eurza's Eye; 
With modeſt, ſoft, ethereal Beams, 
Sweet Mazr's I ſupply. 


The beſt of Slaves I am call'd by Men, 
When held in proper Durance ; 


But, if I once do Miſchief, then 


I am heard of at the Infurance. © 


| Thro' Nature's Works I take my Flight, 


And kindle as I run; 
Up from the Tinder Box I light 
The Chariot of the Sun. 


Alas! poor ReevTaTioN cry'd, 
How happy in each other, 

Such numerous Marks muſt ſurely guide 
Each Straggler to his Brother. 


Tis I alone muſt be undone, 

Such Ills has Fate deſign'd me; 
If I be loſt, *tis ten to one, 

You never more will find me. 


MULLY or MOUNTOWN. | 
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Right Honourable, 8 A x AR, Viſcounteſs RANELAGH. 


OUNTOWN | thou ſweet Retreat from Dublin Cares, 
Be famous long for Apples and for Pears; 
For Turnips, Carrots, Lettuce, Beans and Peas, 
For Peggy's Butter, and for Peggy's Cheeſe. 
May Clouds of Pigeons round about thee fly, 
But ſometimes condeſcend to make a Pye. | 
May fat Geeſe gaggle round thy cramm'd Barn Door, 
Nor e' er want Apple Sauce, and Muſtard Store; 
Ducks in thy Ponds, and Chickens in thy Penns; 
And be thy Turkies numerous as thy Hens. 
May thy black Pigs lie warm in decent Stye, 
And have no Thought to grieve them till they die. | 
Mo ux Town the Muſes' moſt delicious Theme, : 
O! may thy Codlings ever ſwim in Cream! | 
Thy Raſp and Strawberries in Bourdeaux drown, 
With richer Flavour their ſmooth Sweets to crown ; 
Thy White-Wine, Sugar, Milk together club, 
To make that dainty Beverage, Sillabub ; 7 
Let Jellies, Cuſtards, Tarts and Cheeſecakes join 
To ſpoil the Reliſh of thy flowing Wine; 
But to the fading Palate bring Relief, 
By thy Weſtphalian Ham, or Belgic Beef; 
And, to complete thy Bleſſings, in a Word, 
May ſtill thy Soil be generous as its Lord; 
Thy Seaſons temperate ; wholeſome be thy Air, 
Mild as thy Ranelagh, kind, good, and fair. 
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But let me, Moux Tow, grateful in my Tale, 
Amidſt thy Bleſſings, not forget thy Ale. 
O Peggy, Peggy, when you go to brew, 
Conſider well what you're about to do; 
Be very wiſe, and moſt ſedately think, 
That what you are about to make—is Drink. 
Conſider who muſt drink that Drink, and then | 
What 'tis to have the Praiſe of honeſt Men: | 
For ſurely, Peggy, While that Drink ſhall laſt, 
'Tis Peggy will be toaſted or diſgrac'd. 
Then, if thy Ale in Glaſs thou would'ſt confine, 
To make its ſparkling Rays in Beauty ſhine, 
Let thy clean Bottles be entirely dry, 
Leſt a white Subſtance to the Surtace fly, 
And, floating there, diſturb the curious Lye. 
But this great Maxim muſt be underſtood, 
Be ſure, nay very ſure, thy Cork'be good.” 
Then future Ages ſhall of Peggy tell, 
That Nymph who brew'd and bottled Ale fo well. 


How fleet is Air! How many Things have Breath! 

Which in a Moment they reſign to Death! 
riv'd of Light, and all their happieſt State, 

Not by their Fault, but ſome o'er-ruling Fate ! 
Altho' fair Flowers, that juſtly might invite, 
Are cropt, and torn away for Man's Delight; 
Yet ſtill thoſe Flowers, alas! can make no Moan, 
Nor has Narciſſus, now, a Power to groan. 
But all Things breathing, tho' in different Frame, 
By Tie of common Breath Man's Pity claim. 
The bleating Lamb has Rhetoric to plead, 
And when ſhe ſees the Butcher's Knife decreed, 
Her Voice entreats him, rightly underſtood, 
Her Voice entreats him not to ſhed her Blood. 
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- But cruel Gain, and Luxury of Taſte, 
With Pride, ſtill lay Man's 1 Mortals waſte: 


What Earth and Waters breed, or Air inſpires, 
Man for his Palate fits by torturing Fires. 


Murx, a Cow ſprung from a beauteous Race, | 
With ſpreading Front did Moux TowN's Paſtures grace... 
Gentle ſhe was, and, with a copious Stream, 
Each Morn, and Eve, gave Milk that equall'd Cream. 
Offending none, of none ſhe ſtood in Dread, 
Much leſs of Perſons whom ſhe daily fed. 
But how ſhall Innocence itſelf defend 
'Gainſt treacherous Arts veil'd with the Name of Friend? 


Robin of Derbyſhire, whoſe Temper ſhocks: 
'The Conſtitution of his native Rocks, 
Born in a Place, * which if it once were nam'd,. 
Would make ſweet bluſhing Modeſty aſham'd, 
He, all Indulgence, kindly did appear 
To make poor MuLLyY his peculiar Care; 
But inwardly-this artful, churliſh Thief 
Had fix d his ſullen Thoughts on Morrr's Beef: 
His Fancy fed on her, and thus he'd cry, 
- MuLLy; as ſure as I'm alive you die: 
'Tis a brave Cow; O Sirs! when Chriſtmas comes, 2 
Theſe Shins ſhall make the Porridge grad d with Plumbs; 
Then 'midſt our Cups, while we profuſely dine, | 
This Blade ſhall enter deep in Muuuy's Chine : 
What Ribs ! what Rumps! what bak d, boil'd, ſtew'd and coaſt! ' 
There ſhan't one ſingle Tripe of her be loſt. 


When Peggy, Nymph of Moux Town, heard theſe Sounds, 
She griev'd to think of Mol vs future Wounds ; , | 
What 
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What Crime, ſays ſhe, has gentle MuLLy done? 
Witneſs the riſing, and the ſetting Sun ; 
Which knows what Milk ſhe conſtantly would give; 
Let that quench Robin's Rage, and Mor live. 


Daniel, a ſprightly Swain, who us'd to laſh 
The vigorous Steeds that drew his Lord's Calaſn, 
To Peggy's Side inclin'd ; for 'twas well known 
How well he lov'd thoſe Cattle of his own. 


He'd neither grant the Queſtion, nor deny, 
Pleading for Milk, his Heart was on Mince Pye. 
But all his Arguments ſo dubious were, 

That MvuLLy thence had neither Hopes nor Fear. 


Then Terence ſpoke, oraculous and ly, 


You've ſpoke, ſays Robin; but now let me tell ye, 
"Tis not fair-ſpoken Words that fill the Belly; 
Pudding and Beef I love, and cannot ſtoop 
To recommend your Bonny-Clabber Soop ; * 

You ſay ſhe's innocent, but what of that? 

"Tis more than Crime ſufficient that ſhe's fat; 
And that which is prevailing in this Caſe, 

Is, there's another Cow to fill her Place. 

And granting MuLLy to have Milk in Store, 

Yet till this other Cow will give us more; 

She dies Stop here, O Muſe! forbear the Reſt, 
And veil that Grief which cannot be expreſo d. 


POWERSCOURT. 
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F Muſe forgetting, by the Muſe forgot, 
The Thing I reliſh leaſt become my Lot; 
Doom'd to a Country Church, remote and poor, 

And what is ſtill more dreadful, ſerve the Cure ! 
No Sprig of Laurel left, but in my Pews, 

How can I write ? yet how ſhall I refuſe? 

My Life, a loitering, ſedentary Calm, 

My Taſte for Song, a penitential Pſalm! 

Much tir'd I am with hearing News from Spain, 
And ill inform'd State Matters to explain. 

What Method then to pleaſe ſhall I purſue? 

For once I'll venture and indite to you. 


To me! you cry, pray, Sir, on what Pretence ? 
A juſt Eſteem for Candour, and Good-Senſe ; 
For the plain Heart, benevolent Deſign ; 
The Warmth humane, or, if you will, divine! LI 
What Name becomes you beſt? One late in Print— * 
The Max of Ross, ſeems no improper Hint, 
Whoſe gracious Gates, like yours, receiv'd the Poor 
Nay more your Merit—for your Fortune's more ! 
Like his, your Worth ſincere, and not a Sound; 
Like him, a Bleſſing to your Country round; 
To him, Age, Want, and Sickneſs paid their Vow; 
That Man thus thought and liv'd—as you do now. 
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Charm'd with this Theme, tho' indolent ſo long; 
With Proſe bemus d; quite reprobate in Song; 
In Awe I reaſſume the votive Pen ; 
And (Peace be to Apollo) write again. 
Me Cynthius check d in early Life's Career; 
Deſiſt, he cry'd, and gently twitch'd my Ear; 
Deſiſt from Verſe, an Art beyond your Reach; 
But (tho' a Heathen God) he bade me preach : 
I bow'd, aſſented, and ſubmiſlive choſe 
To abdicate the Lyre, and drudge in Proſe. 
But ſhould Fate lead me to a Work like thine, 
My Boſom kindles, and my Thoughts refine ; 
With ſofteſt Verſe I preſs the Muſe once more, 
And (not to break old Cuſtoms) thus implore. 
Attend in ſky-dipt Robes, ye ſmiling Hours ! 
Unlock your chryſtal Springs, and moſſy Bowers, 
Crowd each luxuriant Image Wit can feign, 
And paint, O Muſe! the Eye-enchanting Scene; 
Give Wings to Thought; to rapid Fancy Fire 
| (The meaneſt Judge can gaze, and uſt admire) 
1 Romantic Clime! where &'er I turn my Eyes, 
' Elyſian Walks, and Claſſic Landſcapes riſe! 
| Enthuſiaſtic Fancy ſeems to ſee 
A Temes bloom; for ſuch ſhall Pow ERRSscoUR be! 


O! let my rapt Imagination trace 
The Site, and Sylvan Genius of the Place, 
Where Nature varies, yet unites each Part, 
And Chance reflects Advantages to Art. 
Or let my Eyes in bold Excurſions gain 
The ſwelling Viſta, and the ſinking Plain, 


N — | Cynchius aurem 


Vellit et admonuit : Viso, Ed. 6. 
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Where a free Heaven the Sight's wide Empire fills, 
And melts in diſtant Clouds, and blueiſh Hills ; 
Or, caught where Views more regular appear, 
Take in the verdant Slope, and rais'd Parterre. 
Hence, from this Taſte, are Numbers pleas'd and fed ; 
The Wiſe have Pleaſure; the Diſtreſs d have Bread. 
This Taſte brings Profit, and improves with Senſe, 
And thro' a thouſand Channels turns Expence ; 
Benevolence in numerous Streams imparts, 
And ends in Virtue what began in Arta; 
Removes ſharp Famine, Sickneſs and Deſpair ; 
Relieves the aſking Eye, the riſing Tear; 
Such Woe as late o'er pale Hi nRANA paſt, 
And ſach, ye Guardian Powers, we wiſh the laſt! 
If Public Spirit ſhines, tis juſt at leaſt, 
To give ſome Glory too to Public Taſte, 
Which bids proud Art the pillar'd Fabric raiſe ; 
Scoops the rough Rock, and levels vaſt High-ways ! 
Plans future Woods for ProſpeR and Defence; 
And forms a Bower a hundred Summers hence ; 
[deal Groves, and Beauties juſt in View— 
But ſuch, my Friend, as Time ſhall bring to you. 


Freſh blow your Gardens! intermingl'd Scene 
Graſs-Carpet Walks, and Green encircling Green; 
A chequer'd Space, alternate Sun and Shade; | 
The Country round, one wide delicious Glade ! 
Enamell'd Vales, with fair Horizon's bound, 

Here towering Woods, and pendant Rocks ſurround, 

With graceful Sweeps here mazy Windings run, 

Or gently meet in Lines where they begun; 

Here guſhes down ſteep Steps a ductile Rill, 

There. ſpreads in fluid Azure, broad and ftill 

So mix d the Views, fo exquiſitely ſhewn, 

Each flowery Field, and Valley ſeems your on; 
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While Nature ſmiles, obſequious to your Call, 
Directs, aſſiſts, and recommends it all; - 
At laſt ſhe gives, O! Art, how vain thy Aid! 
To crown the beauteous Work—a vasT Cascape! 


Say, Muſe ! who dwell'ſt where mighty Shannon roars, 
That once divided Empires with his Shores, 
Say, in his Weſtern Courſe immenſe and fair, 
Can all his Falls and CataraQts compare ? 
Let grand Verſailles her liquid Landſcapes boaſt 
Pure Scenes of Nature here delight us moſt; 
Her rudeſt Proſpects bid the Fancy ſtart, 
And ſnatch the Soul beyond the Works of Art. 
O! would ſome Maſter Hand adorn your Walls, 
And catch the living Fountain as it falls! 
The gay Original would crown your Dome, 
And you then boaſt your nobleſt Scene at Home! 
Lo! down the Rock which Clouds and Darkneſs hide, 
In wild Meanders ſpouts a filver Tide; 
Or ſprung from dropping Miſts, or Wintry Rills, 
Rolls the large Tribute of the Cloud-topp'd Hills ; 
But ſhould the damp-wing'd Tempeſt keenly blow, 
With whiſtling Torrents, and deſcending Snow, 
In one huge Heap the ſhowery Whirlpools ſwell, 
And deluge wide the Tract where firſt they fell; 
Till, from the headlong Verge of yon black Steep, 
A tumbling River burſts intenſe and deep; 
From Rock to Rock its boiling Flood is broke, 
And all below the Waters ſurge in Smoke. 
So vaſt the Height, no Diſtance ſeems between 
The Mountain's Summit, and the blue Serene. 
So wondrous fierce the ſloping Torrents roll ! 
Such ſtill Amazement fixes all the Soul! 
So hoarſe the Thunder of the ruſhing Tide, 
The Senſe can ſcarce receive a Sound beſide ! 


(0 | 
Tho' the green Glades with one wild Concert ring, 
And thro' the Woodland warbles all the Spring. 
Juſt where the Beam of Sight diſtended fails, 
Up the clear Infinite the Eagle fails! 
Or half-way down the Precipice's Head, 
White lingering Fogs, and dew-bright Clouds are ſpread. 
The Soul from Indolence to Rapture wakes, 
Till on th* unfolding Ear the Water breaks. 
This Sound, when Night has ſadden'd all the Skies, 
Far off the Traveller hears with wild Surprize. 
High o'er the waving Landſcape, dark with Trees, 
A diſtant Murmur ſwells upon the Breeze, 
Now near, now dying, varies with each Blaſt, 
Then ſettles in a ſullen Roar at laſt. 
Thus where the Nile's firſt Parent Urn is found, 
Her Cataracts ruſh down (a dizzy Sound!) 
Wide and more wide the dreadful Echoes run, 
Pierce thro' the burning Zone, and meet the Sun. 


Deſcription flags let Thought the Reſt expreſs ; 
A Theme untouch'd, delicious to Exceſs! 
Profuſe of all the Soul can wiſh, or love; 
A Landſcape in the golden Dreams of Fove / 
O that my Breaſt with Pæan's Flame were ſmit! 
Or ardent as my Wiſh, ſublime my Wit! 
(If for a Verſe like mine I could engage) 
This deathleſs Stream ſhould flow from Age to 
But ſtop, fond Muſe, —or ſoar to bolder Lays; 
The finiſh'd Sx Ar demands the FounDer's Praiſe; 
Where Taſte ſets off, and dignifies Expence, 
Rich without Glare; magnificent with Senſe. 
As in ſome Piece a TiT1an's Hand has wrought 
The fair Reſult, and Eloquence of Thought, 
Where Light and Shadow blend in ſocial Strife, 
And every glorious Colour ſtreams with Life; 
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Thus in Improvement ſhines the Attic Taſte ; 

Thus Eden ſprings where late you found a Waſte. 
Sketch'd in your Houſe, the candid Heart we view, 
Its Grace, Strength, Order, all reflecting you; 
Yet, pleas'd to ſee, and fonder ſtill to tell, 

Your candid Heart becomes that Houſe ſo well; 
The mirthful Look; kind Air without Controul ; 
The eaſy Converſe, and the Flow of Soul. 


How fluſh'd my Thought! how charm'd my Eye furvey' q 
The gilt Profile, and ſtately Colonade ! 
There arch'd Heſperian Windows drink the Noon; 
Here fluted Dorics raiſe the rich Saloon; 
The Pile all o'er for gazing Homage calls, 
In Fretwork Cielings, and Hiſtoric Walls ; 
Etherial Dyes the glowing Canvas ſtain, 
And here fair Italy's beſt Triumphs reign. 
Thus while my Sight the piQtur'd Views amaze, 
In keen Excurſions vigorous Fancy ſtrays ; 
Now beats my Heart, or emulous I burn, 
At Tully's Tuſculum, or Virgil's Urn: 
Still green with Bays the hallow'd Ruins ſtand ; 
Still crown'd with Fame the hallow'd Names command ; 
Full on my conſcious Soul their Glories ſtrike ; 
And, for your Sake, I ſigh to write unlike. _—— 
But for theſe Lines, (yet menacing ſome more) 
Mean as they are, their Paſſage I implore. 
I know your Judgement poliſh'd, yet humane; 
Your Temper, apt to give your Judgement Pam; 
Diſpos'd to think, to feel for human Race, 
And even in this bad Age to ſhew ſome Grace; 
To act as Reaſon and good Senſe require; 
Ah! how unlike the modern Country Squire 
By your Applauſe, Verſe low as mine can live; 
Nor can I make more Faults, than you forgive. 
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NEXT MORNING. 


HAT means this Fury in my Veins? 
This Fire that hiſſes thro' my Brains ? 


Ah me! my Head! my Head! 
My Pulſes beat; parch'd up my Tongue; 
Dry are my Palms; my Nerves unſtrung ; 
And every Senſe is fled. 


Now nauſeous Qualms my Boſom heave, 
And, Oh! ſuch ſad Senſations give, 
Too exquiſite to name 
In dizzy Miſts my Eye-Balls ſwim ; 
A Languor creeps o'er every Limb, 
And all unmans my Frame. 


What Crime, or what Offence of mine, 
Could fo provoke the Powers divine, 
This Puniſhment to ſend ? 
Poiſon to Man I never gave; 
Ne'er wiſh'd my Father in his Grave; 
Nor ever ſtabb'd my Friend. 


But Patience ! I deſerve it all. 
What Name ſhall I my Folly call ? 

My Folly! Oh! twas Madneſs. 
With blooming Health my Boſom glow'd ; 
Calm and ſerene my Spirits flow'd, 

And filld my Heart with Gladneſs. 


To Ricuary CHAMBERLAINE, Eſq; Beaufort Buildings, LoNDON. 


Freedom | 


n 


Freedom, with ſweet Contentment join'd, 


And Fortune too with Smiles was kind, 
To crown my happy Days; 
No Fears my humble State annoy'd ; 


Life's every Bleſſing I enjoy d; 
And Peace ſmooth'd all my Ways. 


When lo! a cruel Spoiler came; 
Diſguis'd with Friendſhip's ſacred Name, 
A treacherous Deſign : 


He talk'd of Mirth, and Joy, and Jeſt; 


His Arts prevail'd; he gave a Feaſt; 
And, oh ! he gave me Wine. 


Frequent and full the Glaſs I quaff; 
Louder and more no Man could laugh ; 
I thought not of To-morrow ; 
But dire Misfortunes did ſucceed ; 
To-morrow brought an aking Head, 
And fill'd my Heart with Sorrow. 


Oh! fatal, and accurſed Hour, 
And Claret's more pernicious Power: 
How could a Friend do this ? 
To cheat me with a ſeeming Joy, 
And in a Moment to deſtroy 
Whole Years of treaſur'd Bliſs. 


Reſtore, reſtore the genial Day; 
Reſtore my Spirits free and gay, 
| And give me back my Senſes ; 
Happy, if e er again I find 5 

Dear Health of Body, Peace of Mind; 
PII ſmile, and pity Princes. 


( 


But farewell Feaſt, and farewell Riot; 
For ſober Eaſe and decent Quiet, 
The Bottle I reſign; 
Firm to purſue this better Plan, 
To drink Small-Beer, and make the Man, 
Fair Temperance, ever thine. 


y es 1-4 I 


Do E F I Ci ; 


To A Y oO U N G L A D Y. 


O call you Devil tho I dare, 
Tis all a vain Pretence ; 
And you as much in vain 
To puniſh my Offence. 


Tho' you in Juſtice ought to frown, 
Yet Juſtice I'll beguile, 

And, by offending, bolder grown, 
I challenge you to ſmile. 


For Mercy muſt that Boſom move, 
- Howeer againſt your Will, 

And thus, by pardoning me, you prove, 
That you're an Angel ſtill. 


(60 


On ſeeing Mrs. WOFFINGT ON, in the Character 


of Px DRA. 


IN SsRIZ ED To Mrs. ROC HF ORT. 


FT has the Poet ſweetly ſung in vain, 

When taſteleſs Actors chaunt the heav'nly Strain; 
In vain to ſounding Lays has tun'd his Lyre, 
When languid Elocution damps his Fire: 
The Words indeed, the Sentiments we hear, 
As Wine diſtill'd thro' filtering Stones is clear; 
But then the Flavour, Spirit, Taſte, are fled, 
And leave a Caput Mortuum in their Stead. 
Such was the Fate of Smith, whoſe ſacred Page 
Is rich with Beauties of the Attic Age: 
His Phedra glowing with celeſtial Flame, 
Dazzled and overwhelm'd each Tragic Dame : 
In vain they toil'd and labour'd in their Art, 
When no Promethean Fire had warm'd the Heart; 
In vain with Lips unhallow'd try'd to ſing 
(Thoſe Lips ne'er dew'd with the Pierian Spring) 
Such Strains, as falling from Apollo's Lyre, 
Had fill'd with Rapture the celeſtial Choir. 
Confeſs d their Weakneſs, and abaſh'd their Pride, 
At length, in meer Deſpair, twas thrown aſide. 
Like the Dulychian Bow, this glorious Play, 
Uſeleſs thro Size and Strength, neglected lay: 
That Bow, whoſe thick tough Texture try'd in vain, 
Baffled each Effort of the Courtier Train ; 
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That Bow its Maſter's Hand obey'd alone, 
As Phedra was reſerv'd for WorFING rox. 


Heavens with what Eaſe, what Majeſty! what Fire! 
Her Words, Looks, Geſture, to the Poet's Lyre, 
Strike perfect Uniſon | Now ſunk with Woe, 

Her ſad Tongue falters, and her Words move flow ; 
Now ſudden with extatic Frenzy fir d, 

She ſeems with more than mortal Strength inſpir' d 
Headlong ſhe leads you in the dangerous Chace, 
Or inſtant whirls you thro the rapid Race: | 
You ſee the Champions mount, the Chariots bound, 
And the ſwift Courſers ſwallow up the Ground 
You hear the Horn, the jolly Huntſman's Cries, 
And tremble at the Monſter as he dies! 

With more than magic Qnickneſs, to your View, 
She ſhifts the Scenes which Fancy's Pencil drew. 


But when contending Paſſions tear her Breaſt, 
By Guilt, Love, Rage, and Jealouſy oppreſsd ; 
When, from the Fetters freed of Female Shame, 
Revenge, and Fury ſhake her labouring Frame ; 
She looks the wrathful Meſſenger of Jove, 
Scattering his fatal Terrors from aboye. 

Yet in the very Tempeſt of her Soul, 

Unſeen, a temper d Judgment guides the whole. 
No ſtrange Diſtortions ſhock the loathing Sight, 
No Rants, no ſcreaming Tones, the Ear affright ; 
But like the angry Angel in her Form, 

She guides the Whirlwind, and directs the Storm: 
The Audience now with Reverence on the Stage, 
Admire the awful Dignity of Rage. 


Sudden the Scene is chan'gd, the Sky's ſerene, 
RefleQtion comes, with Virtue in her Train; 
D 2 f 


Virtue 
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Virtue returns, but ah! a cheatleſs Gueſt, 

Yok'd with Deſpair, in a Love-laden Breaſt. 

Pity my Pains, ah! lovely Youth! ſhe cries, 

Pity her Pains! each feeling Boſom ſighs! 

Hopeleſs ſhe pleads, nor wiſhes to ſucceed, 

When conſcious Virtue bars the guilty Deed. 
Her laſt Reſource is Death——She'rears. on high 
The fatal Ponyard——Hark ! a ſudden Cry 

. Theſeus is come! ſtiff rooted, and aghaſt, 

She heard the fatal Sound! as at the Blaſt 

Of the laſt general Trumpet, fix d ſhe ſtood, 

Her Limbs to Marble turn d, congeal'd her Blood 
Whilſt all her Soul had flown into her Face, 

Where every Eye might every Paſſion trace. 

Hither ye Artiſts, Painters, Sculptors come ! 

Leave your Antiques of Greece, and boaſted Rome ; 
Take warm from Life the Semblance of your Kind, 
Learn to paint Paſſion, and embody d Mind; 

Shew in the Figure of a modern Fair, _ 

At once, Guilt, Shame, Diſtraction, and Deſpair ' 


But oh! what Muſe can paint her racking Pains, 
When the flow Poiſon working in her Veins, 
She hears the Fate of the conſummate Youth, 
Who fell by her, a Victim to his Truth? 
To Heaven her ſelf- accuſing Eyes ſhe rais d, 
When, to crown all, ſne heard her Virtue prais d 
One conſcious Spark, which almoſt ſmother'd lay, 
From her torn Breaſt indignant forc'd its Way, 
Swift as the nitrous Powder touch'd with Flame, 
Burſt thro the Mounds of Guilt, and weightier Shame, 
Bore all betore it with reſiſtleſs Sway, 
And on the guilty Scene flaſh'd ſudden Day. 
Perjury, Murder, Inceſt ſtart to Sight ! 


Ghaſtly they look'd, and anger'd at the Light ; 
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Then on their Parent's Boſom vent their Rage; 

She calls on Hell her Torments to aſſuage 

Hell heard her Voice, cleft is the labouring Ground, 
She ſees the vengeful Furies ſtalk around! 

Nor ingly ſees, the trembling Audience too, 

Behold Hell's Powers collected to their View: 
Thro' the whole Houſe th' eleQric Frenzy flies, 

And each SpeQator ſees with Ph@dra's Eyes 


So when the God inſpir d the Pythian Dame, 
And fill'd her raptur d Breaſt with heavenly Flame; 
Each Hearer of the Deity 
Swell'd as ſhe ſwell'd, and as ſhe trembled ſhook ; 
With the celeſtial Fire each Boſom glow'd, 
And all acknowledg'd, for they felt the God. 


T H & ͤ 


E AR ObjeR of my tendereſt Care, 


When Flattery aſſails thine Ear, 

Shun, ſhun the poiſonous Bait ; 
But when an honeſt, artleſs Muſe, 
In Praiſe conceals no ſordid Views, 

Attend and emulate. 


2 
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Secure then read this votive Lay, 
In Welcome to that happy Day, 

Which claims Taer ania's Birth; 
Thrice happy Day which firſt foretold, 
What now, admiring, all behold, 


Thy Beauty, and thy Worth. 
O! that my Verſe could flow along, 
Still like the Subject of my Song, 

Form'd every Taſte to pleaſe, 
Where lively Wit, with Judgment ſhines, 
And ſweet Simplicity combines, 

With Dignity, and Eaie. 


Her Preſence ſmiling Nature charm'd, 
And with each winning Grace ſhe arm'd 
Her Perſon, and her Mind; 
And friendly Art, with Reaſon's Aid, 
Unites in faſhioning the Maid, 
The lovelieſt of her Kind. 


Reflection, Modeſty, and Truth, 
Adorn her Manners, guard her Vouth, 
And ſpeak in all her Ways; 
Within her Breaſt, exempt from Pride, 
The tender Paſſions all reſide, 
And bright Good-humour plays. 


Fortune to her, tho' rarely found 

True Merit with her Favours crown'd, 
Has laviſh Bounty ſhewn ; 

And yet, a Circumſtance more rare, 

Fortune can boaſt no Influence there q — 
Goodneſs, ſhe's all thy own. 
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Thus form'd to yield, and to receive, 
All Pleafures Earth and Heaven can give, 
TaERANILA, all be thine : 
Happy, ſuch Virtues when I ſee, 
Happier, contemplating in thee ; 

That Bleſſing till be mine. 


And may the deſtin'd youthful Swain, 

Whoſe plighted Heart ſhall thine obtain, 
Juſt to thy Wiſhes prove ! 

May all your Days with Peace be crown d- 

And Vears on Vears dance gaily round, 
In Harmony and Love. 


A 
PER ff gents; 


InscriBeD to Maſter JAMES NUGBN T, of Crontosr. * 


AP humble Derviſe liv'd of yore; 
No Treaſures he poſſeſs d; 
Vet was his Mind, with Wiſdom's Store, 

And Heaven's Protection bleſi d. 
Full fourſcore well-ſpent, holy Years, 

A Pilgrim's Life he led: 
Serenely gay the Saint appears; 

For Angels gave him Bread. 

D 4 His 


(248 3 


His copious Locks, like feather'd Snow, 
The Peace of God beſpeak ; 


His Eyes with Warmth celeſtial glow ; 


; With roſy Health, his Cheek. 
At Mecca, he had often been, 
And every holy Place; 
The bleſs'd Elias oft had ſeen 
| real * Face to Face. 
It happen d once, at Bairam's Feaſt, + 
To fair Spahoun t he came: 
A Raja 5 claim'd him for his Gueſt, 
In Honour of his Fame. 
The pious Pilgrim bleſs'd the Board, 
With coſtly Viands crown'd, 
Regardleſs of the ſplendid Hoard, 
That glittered all around. 
A Pot of Sweetmeats near him ſtood ; 
On this he caſt an Eye; 
Seem'd quite forgetful of his Food, 
And drown'd. in Revery. 
But guſhing Tears, at length, betray'd 
The Anguiſh of his Breaſt; 
And heavy Sighs their Paſſage made, 
That ſhew'd an Heart oppreſe d. 


O! Sons 


* The Mabometans believe that Elias never died; but, was tranſlated alive into Heaven. 
+ A yearly Feſtival of the Mabometans, beginning on the Day of the New-Moon, in April. 


t I/pahan ; ſo called by the Perſtans. 
A Title of Honour in Frrfia, ſomething ſimilar to our Dukes. 
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« O! Sons of Pomp, and Vanity!“ 
' The prudent Sage began, 
In this ſmall Veſſel you may fee 
* The Hiſtory of Man. 
* This Pot an Emblem true conveys: 
* Of Earth, and all its Joys; 
* And ſhews the thouſand various Ways, 
How Man himſelf deſtroys — 
* Behold the buſy, anxious Flies, 
That hover round theſe Sweets, 
See! how, like us, each Inſect vies, 
Till each his Ruin meets. 
« Some on the Borders gently tread,. 
© And fip with cautious Touch , 
* While others eagerly are led 
To plunge, and take too much. 
* The firſt, from Danger ſoon are freed, 
By no ſtrong Tye detain'd;. 
The ſecond, juſtly are decreed” 


The Death their Raſhneſs gain'd. 


Hence, Mortals, wiſely learm to ſhan 
* Falſe Pleaſure's fatal Cup: 

Drink lightly ; or you I be undone, 
* Engulph'd and ſwallow'd up. 

* You, like the one, who gently taſte, 
When Az:e/+ calls aloud, 


© To bleſs'd Abodes, with Joy ſhall haſte, 


* And quit the giddy Croud: 
But, if, by Paſſions blindly led, 

That no true Medium know, 
With quick Deſtruction on your Head, 

Lou 'll ſink to endleſs Woe. 


"*R 


Ai, the Angel of Death. 


ODE: 
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UEEN of the Song! thou, to whoſe Power, 
On every Hill, in every Shade, 
At Morn's grey Dawn, or Evening Hour, 
Unnumber'd Vows are daily paid; 
Warm'd by whoſe Fires, the Bard is taught 
To hail thy Power divine ; 
Whoſe Aid gives Strength to every Thought, 
And brightens every Line; 
Whether it joys thee moſt to rove 
Amid the Stillneſs of the Grove, 
Or Morn's ambroſial Breeze inhale 
In Twickenham's flower-enamell'd Vale ; 
Whether thy careleſs Limbs are laid 
Where Hagley ſpreads her verdant Shade ; 
Or, penſive, bending o'er the Flood, 
That brawls through Windſor's royal Wood, 
O hither wing thy Form benign ! 
To me impart thy heavenly Fire! 
Propitious hear; and let one Ray divine 
The laſt, the meaneſt of your Train inſpire ! 


I. 
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II. 


Come, then, O come, and bring along 
With thee, thy whole celeſtial Train; 
Fair Truth, to grace the moral Song ; 
And Elegance, that loves the Plain: 
Let frolic Nature too be there, 
While Art her Flight reſtrains ; 
Let Fancy mount the rapid Car, 
And Judgement hold the Reins : 
Let Eloquence her Beauties join; 
And Wit her ſofter Charm combine : 
Let Senſe with Sweetneſs, too, conſpire ; 
And female Eaſe with manly Fire: 
Let bright Invention's magic Sway 
Wake airy Nothings into Day; 
And Memory, Goddeſs heavenly-bo 
Bid Times long paſt again return : 
Haſte, then, O haſte thee from the Skies; 
And teach me all thy Art to move, 


By ſecret Springs to bid the Paſſions riſe, 


Swell'd into Rage, or ſoften'd into Love. 


III. 


All Being owns thy wonderous Sway, 
And Nature bows before thy Shrine; 


Earth, Sea, and Air, thy Voice obey, 
And Grace, and Harmony are thine: 


Through Realms unknown, thy Power ſublime 


Can wing it's boundleſs Race 
Thy Paſſage nor reſtrain'd by Time; 
Nor circumſcrib'd by Place: 


— - 
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Thine Eye can pierce the deep, dark Shade, 


Which old Antiquity has made; 

The preſent Hours to thee are known ; 
And Time to come is all thy own : 
Whene'er thou weav'ſt thy magic Wand, 
New Worlds leap forth at thy Command ; 
And all along the fairy Ground 

Ideal Beings ſtart around ; 

New Beauties gild the azure Skies ; 


A freſher Verdure cloathes the Meads ; 
And, while new Suns in brighter Glory riſe, 
New Groves extend their viſionary Shades. 


N 

Sweet Miſtreſs of the pleaſing Tear, 
Leet not thy Votary plead in vain! 

Queen of the Song, propitious hear 


A Bard, who wooes thee to the Plain 


By yon green Lawn that eyes the Flood, 
Do thou my Footſteps lead, 

Where Bewley's venerable Wood 
Extends it's ample Shade : 

Wrapp'd in the Stillneſs of the Bower, 

While Birds around their Sonnets pour, 

On every Thorn while Beauty blooms, 

While every Breeze exhales Perfumes, 


In ſuch a Seat, how ſweet to ſhun 


The Fervour of the mid-day Sun ! 

To read ſoft Love in Myre's Eye, 

And bleſs the Minutes, as they fly ! 

Power, Fame, and Fortune, I reſign 
Let this alone to me be given; 


Be THov, fair Queen, be THov, and Myra, mine! 
Mrxa, and THov, are all I aſk of Heaven! 


TATA. 
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SPHERULEA VOLUBILES MARMOREZ. 


CARMEN CIRCULARE 


Ad PuEgRUM PRENOBILEM, et DILECTUM, 


oni FREDERICUM, Domixun DELVIN. 


I licet exiguis, Euterpe, Rebus adeſſe, 
Te veneranda voco; Puerum ne ſperne Puella ; 
Da facilis tenui puerilia Carmina Vati. 
Eſt ubi depreſſa ſeſe explicat Area Mole, 
Aquatamque frequens attrivit Planta Palzſtram ; 
Hic tendit feriata Cohors, oblita Laborum. 
Aſtetit in ſtrenuo felix cui Pollice Virtus, 
Et Medio fictæ Spatium deſignat Arens; 
Dextra quod incluſum ni veo circumdedit Orbe, 
Deſcriptumque duplex decuſſat Linea Cyclum. 
Tali circumcincta ſedet Munimine Saga, 
Cum vocat infernos Circ&o Carmine Manes. 
Quatuor in Punctis totidem ſtant Ordine Sphere 
Marmoreæ, quas quiſque ſibi fore Prœmia ſperat : 
Non Ferrum, aut facilis Tornus dedit eſſe rotundis. 


Undique Planitiem percurrit Spherica Turba. 


Milite 


* 
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Milite non alio, ſternit lutea Agmina Victor; 
Non aliis ineunt Armis Certamina Pubes : 
Arma illis idem, et Spolium Glabus omnia coctus. 
Ne tamen ambiguo fallat Diſcrimine Vultus, 
E Medio excerpunt quas aut exacta Figura 
Conciliat notis Menſuraque Viribus apta ; 
Et Pueri ignoto dixerunt Nomine Tavam : 
Ta vA fugat Fratres; et percuſſoria Sphera eſt. 
Hanc ſæpe Indiciis liceat cognoſcere apertis ; 
Purpureis rubet hec Notis, aut, Fronte nitenti, 
Dimidiam Lune Faciem mentitur ; at illa 
Forte refert Nubem, aut inciſo Sidere ſplendet. 
Nunc diſcat Leges mox certatura Juventus 
Marmora cretata primus qui pellit ab Arce, 
Ipſe nec in Medio pendens, neque Margine Gyri ; 
Huic Pueri plaudunt, huic cedit ſaxea Gaza; 
Sic tremebunda parum Manus urget miſſile Marmor. 
Heæſerit aut ſummo, nequicquam, in Limite Gyri; 
At fas eſt revocare Gradum, Stadioque remenſo 
Inſtaurare Idtum repetito Vulnere certum, 
Sepius, heu! memini, nam me ſic luſerat olim; 
Cum reſonis Campi Spoliis onerata Crumena, 
Conatu pene extremo per Jura fateſcit 

Tav 4, nec erubuit, Medioque quievit in Orbe, 


ON 
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Miſs KEN NA N' going, in the Character of a SHEPHERDESS, 
| to the Fancied BaLL, 


Held at the CasTLE, on Farvar, the 16th of Marcn, 1769. 


H! farewell Sunſhine, farewell Spring, 
Farewell each rural Sport; 
No more we dance, no more we ling ; 
Our Jexxy's gone to Court. 


And can our Shepherdeſs forſake 
Her Lambkin and her Dove? 
Ere 'tis too late, ſweet Maid, come back 
To Innocence and Love. 


To Soldiers bold, and Courtiers gay, 
Can INN V lend an Ear, 

Who once could hear what Shepherds ſay, 
Who ſigh, but cannot fwear ? 


Tho' Beaux may vow, tho' Lords may kneel, 
They're full of courtly Wiles : 
They're artleſs Swains alone who feel, 
When Jexxy ſings, or ſmiles. 


4 


(3453 


They'll call her Goddeſs, Beauty's Queen, 
They'll call her Angel too: 

Will Jexxy aſk them what they mean? 
Or whether they ſay true? 


While ſimply thus they pray; 
Return, dear Shepherdeſs, return, 


Or will ſhe hear true Lovers mourn, ( 
And be our Queen of May? 


A N 


APOLOGY Fox SILENCE. 


ELIEVE not, ſilent tho' I be, 

And, loſt in Tranſports, gaze, 
That I devote to aught but thee, 

My Rapture, Love, and Praiſe. 
But Praiſe ſince you ſo far excel, 

And yours alone my Heart, 
What need my Tongue, my Actions tell, 

How deeply fix'd the Dart ? 


What elſe, when abſent from your Arms, 
My anxious Sadneſs brings ? 

And when I thus behold your Charms, 
What gives the Minutes Wings ? 


OY 


Why oft do Tears ſpontaneous ſtart ? 
Ah! tell me, faireſt, why? 

And whence the Sighs that rend my Heart ? 
Could Fiction theſe ſupply ? 


What, leaving thee and Life behind, 
Such Anguiſh can excite? 

And whence, if dear Amir A's kind, 
This exquiſite Delight ? 

Why does my fond, unconſcious Tongue 
Make thee her only Theme? 

And why, inceſſantly, in Song, 
Do I record thy Name? 


Why do I, all Confuſion, glow, 
At thy dear Name diſmay'd? 
And why all ſocial Joys forego, 
. To ſeek the lonely Shade? 
O why all this? O tell me why? 
Or ſtill muſt Words declare ? 
For thee I pine, I weep, and ſigh; 
I languiſh, and deſpair. 


A D 


P & DUDUDUͤ . U 'U 


U commiſia din fuerat cui maſcula Pubes, 
Accipe fe@minei Generis, non amplius unam, 
Ne tamen aut dubiam cape, communemve duorum ; 
Syllaba acuta ſonans erit indubitabilis Index, 
Unde Genus noſcas. Es ea 


Sit 


. 


Sit Perſonalis, perfecta Modo, atque Figura, 

Propria gue Maribus, nulloque Heteroclita Membro. . 
Sit Flexu facilis, Caſus formanda per omnes, 
JonQura gaudens, et creſcens in Genitivo. 


As in Preſenti dabitur, poſt paulo futurum 
Plurali in Numero; modo ſit Concordia Rerum, 
Debita Syntaxis, Metrique Proſodia Mater. 


' Hanccine declinas ? cave ne caruiſſe Gerundis 
Dicaris, quando hanc capies, licet uſque Supinam, 
Seis bene, nemo caret Genito; excipieſve teipſum 
Regula ab hac? Quid enim? Annon Subfantivus es, atque 
Per te ſtare potes? Fer Opem bonus Adi ectivæ, 
Quæ nec ſtare poteſt, nec fignificare remota; 
Sin bene confungat, bene conjungenda, Magiſter. 
Tertia prodibit Perſona, velut Caro Carnis, 
Incerti Generis, Bos, Fur, Sus, atque Sacerdos. 


Quare age, et ad Pures Hanc omni Mane vocato : 
Hæc tibi, ne metuas, bene reſpondebit, et apte, 
Ici ictum, genui genitum, peperi quoque partum. 


Si quid erit Regimen, dubitas? Memor eſto Dativum 
Dandi Verba regunt, Genitivum Verba monendi; 
Sed Quarto abſtineas; et parcius utere Sexto. 


Hæc te Grammaticæ docet Ars; hinc Nomina cernas, 
Nomine derivata tuo; ſed nec tibi Caſu 
Manca fit, aut Numero defecta Propago; nec occans 
Syncope de Medio tollat, quod Epenthefis infert. 


THE 


INSCRIBED TO 
The Right Honourable Lavy MARY LESLIE” 


On her Ladyſhip's preſenting a very elegant one to the Author. 


NewLawy, 4uguft 25th, 90 


USTLY, deſcriptive Fancy's tuneful Tongue, 

Stiles you + the Emblem of the Fair and Young; 
But, if with Stella you preſume to vie, 
Your Odours ſicken, and your Colours die. 
The Lilly, tinted by the freſh-blown Roſe, 
In vain with her would rival Charms diſcloſe ; 
Her blooming Cheeks a lovelier Vermil ſhew ; 
Her heaving Breaſt a more unſully d Snow: 
The fragrant Jaſmine languiſhes beneath 
The modeſt Effluence of her balmy Breath; 
And, every ſweet, attractive Grace you wear, 
Collected and improv'd, reigns native there. 
But, bounteous Nature, not to Form confin'd, 
As richly triumphs in her ample Mind : 
The early dawning Radiance, which appears 7 
In that, ſo bright, ſo far beyond her Years, | 

F 2 Shall 
* Now Lady M1LLSINGTON, * + The Flowers, 
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Shall (if prophetic Verſe can aught preſage) 

Shine out, mature, the Glory of her Age. 

Thus, when young Philomela tries her Throat, 

So ſtrong, ſo clear, ſo muſical her Note, 

So nobly bold, fo genuine, and ſo much 

Of lineal Elegance in every Touch, 

With ſweet Surpriſe, all Hearts the Song approve, 
And own the future Miſtreſs of the Grove. 


Here, ſketch'd in Stella, dear Marta, ſee 
What you are now, and what you hence may be : 
But let the native Bleſſings you poſſeſs, 

Not make your Thought, or Application leſs; 
Birth, Wealth, nor Beauty, can with thoſe diſpenſe ; 
For they're, at beſt, poor Subſtitutes for Senſe ; 
Promiſcuouſly by giddy Fortune given ; 

But that's the choice, peculiar Boon of Heaven. 
Seek Wiſdom, then; and, with unceaſing Care, 
Adorn your Mind, and fix Perfection there: 
Sickneſs, or Age, will ſpoil external Grace, 

And dim the Luſtre of a beauteous Face ; 

That, with encreaſing Splendor, will outlaſt 
The cruel Power of envious Time to waſte. 

Nor diſtant far, whate'er your Triflers ſay, 

The moſt protracted Period of Decay. 

But, as, ſcarce yet, your unexpericac'd Eye 
Could mark how ſwift the tranſient Minutes fly, 
Obſerve that Wreath, of late fo highly priz'd, 
Now thrown aſide, neglected, and deſpis d. 
Hence learn to cultivate the preſent Hour ; 

Nor fall, unnotic'd, like the fading Flower. 
And, when the Muſe, your Happineſs her End, 
Would moral Truths, and uſeful, recommend, 
And let you candidly, ſince none are free, 

Your little Errors and Omiſſions ſee; 
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Or would the laurel'd Walks of Science ſhew, 
Which none, without minute Attention, know; 
Let not your Cheek uneaſy Bluſhes paint ; 

Nor downcaſt Eye condemn the kind Reſtraint ; 
But, emulous, ſuppreſs the trembling Tear ; 
And meet Inſtruction with a willing Ear. 

The goodly Harveſt yours ; the Care is mine, 
That you, ſuperior to your Sex, may ſhine, 
The brighteſt Gem of your illuſtrious Line. 
Studious of that, my Duty and Regard 

May diQtate Things apparently too hard; 

But, from the firſt, perſiſt in what is right, 
And Cuſtom ſoon will make the Practice light. 


Let others ſeek Excuſes to protect 
Their tottering Fame, and palliate Neglect; 
Your Faults, twere but a vain Attempt to ſcreen , 
For in the Brilliant all Defects are ſeen ; 
Tho' in th' inferior Tribes they'd ſcarce appear; 
Perhaps ſeem Beauties, if not view'd too gear. 
Such, for a Day, exotic Charms may boaſt , 
Aud each, her fole Ambition, rei n a Toaſt ; 
But you, with more exalted Views aſpire ; 
And teach Mankind with Reaſon to admire. 
What though a thoufand Fools your Praiſe rehearſe, 
(As Fools, and Coxcombs often ſcribble Verſe) 
And Flattery a thouſand Altars raiſe, 
If nndeſerv'd, tis Satyr, and not Praiſe? 
The Approbation of one Man of Senfe 
Outweighs them all in Worth and Conſequence. 
Then, you, by ſtriving to be good and wile, 
Begin the Race, and win the glorious Prize : 
In all that's generous, affable, humane, 
Be ſtill the foremoſt, but in nothing vain. 


. 


The Paths of Honour ſteadily purſue; = 
And with yourſelf th' admiring World ſubdue. ' 
Tracing your noble Parents, * who had ſtood 
Honour's EleR, excluſi ve of their Blood; 

And her, the elder Partner +. of your Birth, e 
Who from herſelf, not that, derives her Worth. 
From ſuch bright Precedents you ſoon may learn, 
To gain Eſteem ſhould be your firſt Concern ; 

For that, of all the ſocial Ties, is beſt, 

The Corner Stone, and Earneſt of the Reſt. 


Thus, when, of old, Pygmalion's Hand diſplay'd 
The poliſh'd Beauty of his Ivory Maid, 

So true to Nature, exquiſitely wrought, 

It ſmil'd, and look'd, as if the Body thought; 
And, cvery ſmiling Look ſo much affords, 
Amazement ſilent ſtands, expecting Words. 

Th' enraptur d Maſter view d it, and admit'd; 
Pleas'd with his Art, but not with Love inſpir'd: 
The Gods, too, pleas d, fo ſings an antient Bard, 
To crown his Labour, and his Skill reward, 


Their 


„The late Earl and Counteſs of RoTHxs, to whoſe juſily- reſpected Memory the Author 
drops a Tear of Gratitude Let it be recorded, to the Honour of this honeſt-hearted No- 
bleman, that, ſoon after his Arrival in Ireland, a very national Bill paſſed the Lords and Com- 
mons, and was in Courſe laid before the Privy-Council. The Abettors of Prerogative thought 
it their Intereſt to throw it out, and warmly ſollicited his Concurrence. But he (though in- 
veſted with the chief Command of the Forces, and poſſeſſed of ſeveral other lucrative Appoi 
ments under Government) ſenſibly and greatly anſwered, * I am but a Stranger in this 
Country, and cannot take upon me to judge correctly of its true Intereſts; but as this Bill has 
been approved of in both Houſes of Parliament, by a great Majority, I muſt take it for granted, 
"tis the Senſe o the Nation, and that muſt determine me,” He voted accordingly, 


+ The Rig't Honourable Lady IAN Eitfanzrh Lrsin, now EveLyN. 
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Their Aid impart ; and, by their Mandate warm'd, 
It breath'd; it liv'd; ſhe reaſon d, and ſhe charm'd ; 


And, from her Reaſon, as her Charms improv'd, ' 
She grew a LESsLI, honour d. and below d | 


To the Manor of the 
wy ; 


Right Hon. CuARLOT TE, Lady Viſcountes ToWNMsUH No, 


Who died at LEIX III, September ßth, 17%. 


Was 


ITH down-caſt Look, * pitying Eye, 
Unarm'd, the King of Terrors ſtood ; 
He laid his Sting, and Horrors by, 


Averſe to ſtrike the Fark and Goop: 


When, thus, an Angal urg'd the Blow—— 
No more thy lifted Hand ſuſpend! 
To conſcious Guilt a dreaded Foe; 


To Innocence a welcome Friend. 


Bright Hoſts of Cherubs round her ſtand ; 
To her, and me, confeſs'd alone, 
Each waving his celeſtial Hand, 
And pointing to th eternal Throne. 


The Angel ſpoke——Nor Huſband dear, 
Nor Children loy'd, a mournful Train, 
Could from her Eye attract one Tear, 


Nor bend one Thought to Earth again. 
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The Soul, impatient 1 
No more could mortal Fetters bind; 


But, ſpringing to the Realms of Day, 
Leaves every human Care behind. 


Yet ſhall an Infant-Daughter's Claim 
Demand from Heaven thy guardian Care: 
Protect chat lovely, helpleſs Frame; 
And guard that Breaſt you form d ſo fair! 


A Parent's Loſs, unknown, unwept, 
Thoughtleſs, the fatal Hour ſhe paſs'd ; 

Or, onl thought her Mother flept ; 
EC 


When Time th' unfolding Mind diſplays, 
May ſhe, by thy — led, 
Fly from that motley, gi 
Which Youth, — Guilt, ft. ana Folly tread! 


Theſe never knew the guiding Hand, 

Which lead to Virtue's arduous Way: 
Mothers, now, join the vagrant Band 

And teach their Children how to ſtray. 


Her ſhall the pious Taſk engage, 

Such once was thine, with lenient Aid, 
A Father's Sorrows to aſſuage, 

His Love with equal Love repaid. 


So ſhall ſhe read, with ardent Eye, 
This Leſſon thy laſt Moments give, 
« They, with, like TRR, would fearleſs pie, 


« Spotleſs, like Tex, muſt learn to 14. 


CHOICE or HERCULES. 


Ax O D E, you M U $ 1 C. 


INSCRIBED TO 


The Right Hon. GARRET, EAAL of MORNING TON. 


J. 


F in a deſart Wild, where, loud, and ſtrong. 
A full-ſwoln Torrent roll'd it's Tide along, 


With anxious Doubts his labouring Boſom fraught, 
+ Step following Step, and Thought ſucceeding Thought, 
The young ALcipes ſtray'd :——Before him lay 
Vir Tvue's ſteep Height, and PLEasURE's flowery Way: 
Ardent he gaz'd, when, iſſuing from a Glade, 
Two Angel Forms his raviſh'd Eyes ſurvey'd: 
The one, ſerenely bright, with modeſt Pace, 
And Looks, where mingled Dignity and Grace, 
| G - Decent 


»The Writer of this Trifle has borrowed a few Lines, and Half Lines, from an elegant | 
little Poem of Dr. Lowrn, Biſhop of Oxford, upon the ſame Subject: It is ſcarcely neceſſary 
to add, that they are both indebied to XM OornOx for the Fable. 


+ Thought following Thought, and Step by Step led on. M1uT, Par. Reg. 


„ 
Decent advanc'd ; the other younger Fair, 
With roving Eye, fluſh'd Cheek, and Boſom bare, 
Danc'd lightly on; around his Neck ſhe clung; 

And thus, with praQtis'd Blandiſhment, ſhe ſung. 


II. 


Deareſt Youth, what Doubts diſtreſs thee ? 
Lo! I come, to guide, to bleſs thee! 
Happineſs unfolds her Treaſures, 

Slight not thou the offer'd Pleaſures. 


Seek not yonder Height to gain 
The Steps are Peril, Care, and Pain 
Haſte with me, for Bliſs prepare, 
Fly from Peril, Pain, and Care! 


Smooth is my Way :——In yonder Bowers 
PLEASURE leads the dancing Hours: 

Haſte, then, haſte,” thy Prime employ ; 

Each Moment loſt, you loſe a Joy. 


Diſſolv d in Rapture, bleſt, and bleſſing, 
Fancy's utmoſt Wiſh 
Tell the Sons of Care and Strife, 
PLEASURE is the Life of Life. 


Tranſported gaz d the Youth, while thus ſhe ſung, 
Rapt in the ſoft Enchantment of her Tongue : 
When, lo! in Robe of pureſt White array'd, | 
Now near advanc'd the bright majeſtic Maid; 
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Each Charm improving as ſhe drew more nigh ; 
Heaven's mild Effulgence ſtreaming from her Eye, 
Grace in her Step; gently his Hand ſhe preſs'd, 
And thus, in Strain ſublime, the awe-ftruck Youth addrefs'd. 


IV. 


Offspring of Jovs, my Voice attend, 

Nor heed yon Syren's artful Wiles :—— 
The Joys ſhe brings in Anguiſh end ; 

And Ruin lurks beneath her Smiles. 


Would'ſt thou aſſert thy Birth divine ? 
To yonder Summit turn thine Eyes! 

There, Vis Tue's Hands the Wreath entwine, 
That lifts the Hero to the Skies. 


Rough though and ſteep the Mountain's Brow, 
Beſet with Petils, Toil, and Care, 
There Fame's eternal Laurels grow ; 
And Joy's ſweet Bloſſoms flouriſh there. 


Hark! Vis Tus calls thee—Truth proclaims, 
That PLEAsURE, rightly underſtood, 

Whate'er Vic feigns, or Folly dreams, 
Dwells only with the Wiſe, and Good. 


V. 


She ended, ſmiling, and her heavenly Eyes 
Shot forth a brighter Radiance; to the View 
Now, eaſier ſeem'd the Aſcent; and from the Top | 
Flowers of unfading Bloom their Fragrance threw ; NT 
G 2 Meantime, 
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\ Meantime, the Youth beheld, with deep Surprize, 
| | In that ſmooth Way, erewhile ſo gaily dreſs d, 

The deadly Night-ſhade creep; the Thorn ftart up; 

And the dark Adder rear his ſpotted Creſt: 
Th' Illuſion vaniſh'd; and, to Sight confeſs d, 

Sloth ſtood, in native Horror: From her Graſp 

(As one who in his Path had ſpy d an Aſp) 
ALerpes ſprung, and thus his high Reſolve expreſs'd. 


VI. 


The Victory is thine! 
Though Toils, though Cares my Steps oppoſe, 
On Peril, ſtill, though Peril grows, 
Celeſtial Viſitant, be Glo x mine! 


Do thou, ſweet Maid, my young Feet guide 
- To yonder bright Abode, c 
Yon ftar-crown'd Hill, where Vis Tue's Sons refide; 
Where the Renown'd of antient Days, 
Heirs of univerſal Praiſe, 
Heroes, and Patriots trod! 


Hear, Parent Jove, the Wiſh ſublime 
That fires my expanding Soul, 
Crown of my Toils be this,! be this my Goal! 
To live, through undecaying Time, 
In Fame's eternal Roll ! 


VII. 


Thus while the Hero ſings, each cavern'd Rock 
Echoes the Strain, delighted: All around gd 


| 
| 
4 
| | 
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The unſeen Deities of Wood, and Stream, 
Dryads, and Naiads, the ſweet Nymphs who love 
The Hill's blue Summit, and the Powers who rule 
The trackleſs Realms of Air, in Concert full, 

The Pæan ſwell; and Nature's general Voice 
Burſts forth in choral Song. 


VIII. 
Mortals, who, benighted, ſtray, 
Wandering through Paſſion's Miſts, by Reaſon's feeble Ray, 
Hear, and obey! 
Hear unerring Truth proclaim, : 
That Vik rus is the Guide to Fans ! 
See, ſhe moves, in radiant State! 
Mark what Bleſſings round her wait! 
Soft Content, that Boſom- Treaſure, 
Roſe-lipp'd Health, and ſmiling Pleaſure! | 


Join her Triumph —— Mortals, riſe, 
Mount from Earth, and claim the Skies! 


E P I G R A M. 


On ſeeing Miſs AMBROSE, * with an On axes Rinnand in 
her Breaſt, King WiLLiaMm's Birth Day. 


HOU little Tox r, where's the Jeſt, 
Of wearing Ox axe in thy Breaſt; 
When that ſame Breaſt, inſulting, ſhews 
The Whiteneſs of the Rene Ros? 


AN 


* Now, Mrs, Paturx. 


E L E G Y, 
On the much-lamented DearTna of 


The Reverend JOHN LAWSON, D. D. 8. F. T. C. D. 


\ N THA ſhall the fell Deſtroyers of Mankind 
Still live, with Glory, down from Age to Age? 

Shall they a Place in Fame's fair Annals find; 

And bloom, immortal, in the ſtory'd Page ? 


Shall they, whoſe Pride no other Worth can boaſt, 
Than Realms laid waſte, and Monarchies o'erturn'd, 
Shall they ſurvive, till Time itſelf be loſt, 


Prais'd by each Tongue, by every Art adorn'd? 


Shall theſe Things be yet peaceful Virtue die, 
Without the Tribute of one pious Groan ? 
And, modeſt Worth, without a Tear, a Sigh, 


Sink to the Grave, unheard of, and unknown? 


At dire Ambition's Call, when Millions bleed, | 
Shall Honour's Wreath the Victor's Temples bind! 
Yet no Reward await the honeſt Deed ? 


No Glory crown the pure, and ſpotleſs Mind ? 


Cam) 


And, ſhall the Muſe, too, proſtitute her Tongue 

To Wealth's vain Glare, or Powers unſteady Blaze > | 
Whilſt good Men fall, negleQed, and unſung; 

No Heart to mourn them, and no Hand to praiſe. 


It ſhall not be——Even now, athwart the Gloom, 

She comes, the Goddeſs comes, to praiſe, to mourn, 
To tear the Wreath from dire Ambitien's Tomb, 

And place it high on Virtue's honour'd Urn. 


Though abler Hands the glorious Taſk decline; 
Though Dunkin, modeſt, hides the heavenly Fire; 

Though Shepherd's dumb—yet ſhall one Ray divine 
The laſt, the meaneſt of the Train inſpire. 


Fate gave the Word—and Lawson is no more 
Still green in Earth the noble Ruin lies 

| How ſhall the weeping Maſe the Loſs deplore? 

Harſh flow the Strains that real Grief ſupplies. 


Yet, though the Strains be harſh, though weak the Tongue, 
That pays (ill Chance!) this tributary Verſe, | 
The Heart ſhall aid the melancholy 


Song, 
And pour its Sorrows on thy honour'd Hearſe. 


Had it pleas'd Heaven—What has my Phrenzy faid? 
Where would my Wiſhes point? Frail Child of Duſt! | 

Hark! From the Grave, cries out the reverend Dead, 4 
That Heaven is wiſe; and all its Ways are juſt. | 


O Worth, beloy'd, and loſt! admir'd, and mourn'd! 
Patient to hear; indulgent to redreſs ! 

With every Virtue, every Grace adorn'd, 
A Heart to pity, and a Hand to bleſs! 
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Who, now, Affliction's Sorrows ſhall aſſuage ? 
| Who, now, the Tears of ſuffering Virtue dry ? 
Who guard the Orphan's unprotected Age? 
Or, kindle Gladneſs in the Widow's Eye ? 


Who, now, our varying Paſſions ſhall command? . 
Teach the ſtern Breaſt to feel another's Woe ? 
Ope the hard Miſer's unrelenting Hand? * 
And bid the Streams of Charity o erflow ? 


Theſe were thy Arts—and, glowing with the Theme, 


Whilſt Truths divine came, mended, from thy Tongue, 


Vice heard, abaſh'd—Youth caught th' inſpiring Flame, 
And pleas'd Attention on thy Accents hung, 


Reſpected Shade! Now, from the Realms of Joy, 
Indulgent, liſten to our fervent Prayer! 

Still, let thy AuMa's Sons thy Thoughts employ ! 
O, ſtill, protet them with a Parent's Care! 


Teach them to love Mankind, and worſhip Gop ! 
Curb the wild Sallies of impetuous Youth ! 

Teach them to tread the Paths that thou haſt trod, 
And ſhare thoſe Bleſſings that now crown thy Truth! 


And, lo! around the penſive Mourners ſtand ; 

Warm from the Heart, th' unbidden Sorrows flow; 
In dumb Diſtreſs, each lifts his trembling Hand, 

With Looks that ſpeak unutterable Woe. 


What, though no Poet's Pen, no Sculptor's Art, 
Adorns the Grave where thy lov'd Relics lie, 

A Sigh ſhall burſt from every feeling Heart ; 
A Tear ſhall fall from every honeſt Eye: 


4 
4 


( 49 ) 


And, though no Statues weep upon thy Tomb, 
No ftoried Pillars labour with thy Fame, 

Green, even in Age, thy Memory ſhall bloom, 
When Pillars riſe the Monuments of Shame. 


T1 RN 


POET's APOLOGY ro «a YOUNG LADY, 


Fok NoT ANSWERING HER VERSES 


FORTNIGHT paſt, and ſomething more, 


Since ——'s Verſes came 
Each Day, ſhe murmurs o'er and o er, 
And ſtands prepar'd to blame. 


For Rebus, and Acroftic, both, 
I owe, tis true z—and, yet, 
By Clio's Harp (and there 's my Oath) 
I cannot pay the Debt. 


Th 6 
Impute not to 

For, by the God that wears the Bays, 
The Fault is none of mine. 


Had He once heard my frequent Prayer, 
Then might my Verſe have ſhewn 


4 


That Je ne ſcai quoi, from Foot to Head; _ 
That Neck, of lilly Hue; red 5 
Thoſe Lips as moiſt, and eke as red, „n 
As Cherries wet with Dew; * r 


That Form, that might on 1da's Brow 
| Have gain'd the golden Prize; 
That Wit, whoſe Luſtre yields, I trow, 
; To W but your Eyes. 


Thus, had I ſung; and, thus, each Hour 1401 
Would I the Theme renew; 

Till Matt had mourn'd his rivall'd Power, 
And Cloe bow'd to you 


But, ah! what boots it nm OUT 4 
How vain the Poet's Dream 125 / | 

The World, and you have loſt, the Verſes. yr 
And I have loſt the Fame.. 


And, yet, Heaven knows, from Day t to Da, 1 
How oft I urg d the Prayer; 

But, ſpight of all that I could far. 
Apollo would not hear; : 


I call'd the Myſes to my Aid; tt 6s mts oe 
| But they deny'd the Strain: crater 
I bit my Nails, and ſcratch'd my Head; | on 

But bit, and ſcratch'd, 1 in vain : K ov Hh 


To pump for Similies, and Rhyme, 


No longer then I tr ba ore SH 
Tis Loſs of Labour, and of Time; = Wh * 3 
; The Spring, alas! is 28 | A * | / tas 


* MATTHEW . 
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HOCUS POCU Ss. 


To the Right Honourable Lady MARY BIRMINGHAM.. 


HE Juggler call'd, and all attentive round 
The Gueſts were plac'd; 'tis meet the Muſe record; 
Eliza there; and here a Sage profound; * 
The noble Margaretta next her Lord: 
Good Senſe in Mazr's gracious Form ſtood by; 
And Innocence fat ſmiling in her Eye. 


I mark'd the Changes of her beauteous Face 
Accuſtom'd long its Changes to explore; 

There ſweet Surprize, and mix'd Applauſe I trace, 
As Magus plays his Conjurations o'er : 

The more ſuſceptive, as no Art ſhe knew ; 

Yet Praiſe was juſt, juſt was her Wonder too. 


Prompt, and alert, confounding every Senſe, 
His 'witching Spells all Objects round obey d; 
came ; were gone; none whither knew, nor whence; 
Or, if they knew, the Secret none betray d. 
Even ſo the World is practis d in Deceit; 
But, tho' a pleaſing, tis a dangerous Cheat. 


From the trim Courtier, to the Herdſman's Boy, 
'Tis Sleight, 'tis Trick, 'tis mere Illuſion all ; 
And Candour errs, or Maſks the Fair employ, 
From Dol the Drudge, to Sylvia at the Ball: 
All have their Schemes, and on ſecurely ſteer ; 
Tho' often founder d in the looſe Career. 1275 
H 2 Pride 


* Counteſs of Lovrn. 
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Pride of my Hope, the mad Contagion ſhun ; 
And be to all, as thou to me art, dear ; 
The Race of Honour uniformly run ; 
And riſe, the Prime of thy exalted Sphere. 
Tis Virtue's Call, inherent in thy Blood; 
For all thy Anceſtors were wiſe and good. 


Though on thy Cheek the pure Carnations glow, 
Tints lovelier far than Titian's Pencil knew; 

Though Grace, and Symmetry thy Figure ſhew, 
Such as Apelles for his Venus drew; 

In Reaſon's Judgement, all would faintly ſhine, 

If not the Luſtre of the Soul were thine. 


That melting Sympathy, that filent Tear, 

Thy Pity gives, and Modeſty would hide, 
Far more, MARIA, ſhall thy Name endear, 

Than all the Wonders of thy Charms beſide. 
Nor greater Favour could kind Heaven impart, 
Than, with the Power to bleſs, to give the Heart. 


But, ſay, I view thee with a partial Eye; 

Love, juſtly founded, who can partial name ? 
Had'ſt thou a Fault, I never paſs'd it by; 

And thou, and Duty, ever wert the ſame. 
Mine every fond paternal Care oonfeſs d; | 
And Time thy genuine Glories ſhall atteſt. 


WaATERSTowN, Dec. 29th, | 1770. 


633) 


AN 
Occaſional PROLOGUE to the Tragedy of Z una, 
Performed at WATERSTOWN, January 7th, 1769. 


INSCRIBED TO 


The Right Hon. MARGARET TA, Coux sss or LOUTH, 


UITE out of Faſhion in the ſickening Town, 
Neither tragic Scenes, nor comic, will go down: 
To empty Benches Juliet makes her Moan ; 

And rack'd Othello's Occupation's gone. 

Lee, Congreve, Steel, and Otway, all retire, 

Run down by Fvor, * the Devil, and the Lyar; 

And Fvot, in Turn, finds it in vain to cope, 

| Prepoſterous Taſte ! with Dancers on the Rope; 

| Now, even thoſe, they're leaving in the Lurch; 

And yawn at Crow-ſtreet——as they yawn at Church. 
Ye Bards, and Players, ceaſe your fruitleſs Toil ; 
Spadill's the Touch——your only Author Hoyle : 
With him, the Grave and Gay, the Old and Young, 

Nobles and Sharpers, one promiſcuous 

Night after Night their anxious Vigils keep ; 

And Baſto, not Macbeth, now murders Sleep: 


While 


* Diable Boiteux, and the Lyar, two Farcical Comedies, by Foot, 


* 
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While guzzling Stateſmen o'er their Bottle drone, 
And greatly quit all Intereſt, but their own. 


Not ſo the wiſe Athenians could abuſe, 
With cold Neglect, the chaſte, inſtructive Muſe ; 
In Sentiment, not Senſe, their Joys they plac'd ; 
And Honour's Portraits from its Sources trac'd ; 
They felt her Powers, protected, and refin'd ; 
And thus to Virtue charm'd the ſtubborn Mind. 
Sage Legiſlators, oft, in Days of Yore, 
For that great End, the Sock and Buſkin wore ; 
Nor would the foremoſt Matrons of the Age 
Then bluſh to tread the unpolluted Stage: 
Reaſon in all directed their Regards; 
Nor Claret ſought they, Riots, Drums, or Cards : 
Yet Athens ——truce to Sneering all agree, 
Knew what was Life, and had her Beaux EserrirTs. 


Here, in fair Freedom's ever honour'd Scat, 
To Night we furniſh an Athenian Treat : 
And, fain to pleaſe, to give it ampler Chance, 
Tho' dreſs'd in Engliſb, tis the Growth of Fx ance ; (a) 
And ſure its Merits muſt be Sterling true, 
Which a“ twice twentieth weeping Audience drew.” 
Yet more—if that's of Weight—we grace our Scenes 
With the | F188 T Blood this warlike Realm contains, 
From Henry's Times, in pure Succeſſion fam'd, 
When Worth alone, not Wealth, Diſtinction claim'd. 


1 
5 

or 

7 


(a) Zara was written by VoLTAIRE, in Imitation of OTyzLLo, and tranſlated by 
Aaron Hill, ; | 


| 


The remaining Part of the Prologue, as it more particularly refers to the Performers 
on this Occaſion, will be beſt underſtood from the Dramatis Perſonæ on the oppoſite Page, 


' 


| 
| 
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For the dear Objects of my pleaſing Care 
1 own, I feel paternal Fondneſs there; 
Their modeſt Tremors, ſympathiſing, read ; 


And for their weak Attempts Indulgence _— | 


Though noble Qſman in Expreſſion fail, 
Within the generous Sentiments prevail: 

Regard with kind Allowance + Zarg's Woe; 
For in her Boſom Truth and Honour glow : 
And, warmly pleading in the Cauſe of Heaven, 
Be gentle $ Selima's ſlight Faults forgiven. - 
Though ſhort in thoſe, yet, in their real Parts, 
(For well I know the Language of their Hearts) 
One arduous Taſk they aim at, as they _ . 
To be, like you, all amiable and *. 


The PAR T.S were caſt as follow, viz. 


t Oſman, * The Right Hon. Lady EtizanzTH BinkMINGH ar. 
Luſignan, } The EaxL or LovuTH, Premier Baron of Ireland. 
Nereſtan, and the Prologue, Mr. Wurz, 

Oraſmin, Mr. 6 RziLLy. 
+ Zara, Mise 0 RzitLy, 
$ Selima, * The Right Hon. Lady Mary BixMINGHAM, 


* The three YounG Lapits who appeared in the principal Characters, and for whoſe 
Improvement in Elocution the Entertainment was intended, were Mr. Wartz's Pupils, 
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| To ]. H. Eſq; near KILLARNEY. * 
Written from DUBLIN, Auguſt, 1758. 


EAR to my Heart, my Joy, my Pride, 
My Youth's Example, and my Guide, 

To whom the Muſe, with artleſs Tongue, 
Her early Gratulations ſung ; 

Wak'd by whoſe friendly Voice, again, 

She takes the long negleQed Pen ; 

And, borne on trembling Pinions, tries 

A ſhort Excurſion to the Skies: 

Whether, around the feſtive Bowl, 

To Mirth you give th' unbended Soul; 

Or, from the ſocial Scene withdraw, 
Bewilder'd in the Maze of Law : 
Whether, in Rockwood's Bowers reclin'd, 
Fair Nature's Charms engage your ow 
The untaught Muſic of the Wood, 

The Murmurs of the diſtant Flood ; 

Or, begging Crowds,—with ſupple Knee, 
Inſtead of qualifying Fee, 
With Tale, in piteous Accent ſpoken, 

Of Heads, or Ribs, or Fences broken-— 
| The 


„Mr. H. to whom this Epiſtle is addreſſed, after having ſpent about two Years at the 
Temple, had at this Time returned to Ireland, parily upon a Viſit to his Friends in that King- 
dom, and partly to attend the Hlection of a Repreſentative for the County of Kerry, 
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The Morning's carly Walk invade, 

And haunt you to the ſecret Shade ; 
Whatever Scenes your Hours engage, 
The Sports of Youth, the Saws of Age, 
Th' Electian- Feaſt, the public Strife, 
Or, the mild Joys of private Life, 
Quick from the buſy Crowd get free; 
The preſent Hour belongs to me: 
Drive from your Mind each anxious Care, 
And give the Muſe Protection there; 
Defend her inexperienc'd Youth 
From the fell Critic's venom'd Tooth ; 
And, ſhould ſome few-indulgent Eyes 
Admire her Plumage, as ſhe flies, 

Loet this, her favourite Boaſt, be known, 
That every Feather is her own. 


From this dull Town's unvarying Scene, 
Where Smoke, and Noiſe, and Folly reign 
Where Virtue's hallow'd Flames expire ; 
And Health, and Joy, with Sighs, retire ; 

Where Cards infernal Vigils keep; 

And Politics have © murder d Sleep; 
Where Fogs and Miſts, in black Array, 
With horrid Gloom obſcure the Day; 

And Clouds of Duſt, or Floods of Rain, 
Gay Fancy's magic Power reſtrain; 
From ſuch a Place, O ſay, my Friend, 
What Preſent can the Poet ſend ? 
No Fragrance here the Morn ſupplies ; 
No Luſtre gilds the Evening Skies; | 
Nor verdant Field, nor Summer Flower, 
Nor Muſic, floating through the Bower, 
One pleaſing Image can ſuggeſt, 

Or waken Rapture in the Breaſt : 

I 


„. 
Inſtead of theſe, from Sleep I ſtart, 
Rouz'd by the Rattling of a Cart; 
The Hoarſeneſs of the Dirt- man's Throat, 
The Chimney-Sweeper's piercing Note, 
With © Shoes to mend,” and Cloaths to ſell,” 
In Union harſh the Concert ſwell ; 
Sounds, void of Harmony and Grace, 
That fright the Muſes from the Place. 


Where ſuch Impediments unite, 
You'll fure allow, 'tis hard to write ; 
Yet, faith, when in the rhyming Vein, 
For me 'twere harder to refrain ; 
Write then I muſt, come what come may 
The powerful Impulſe I obey. 
The Pens in ready Order ſtand ; 
A ſecond Sheet is near at hand; 
Your Doom is paſt; and ſomething cries, 
* The Lord have Mercy on your Eyes!” 


Here, Fack, take Notice, I proclaim, 
(Few Bards, I doubt, would do the ſame) 
However elegant the Lays, 

I don't inſiſt upon your Praiſe : 

I wiſh to pleaſe, you may believe; 
But, though I fail, I ſhall not grieve; 
For, when, at great Expence and Care, 
I offer you my choiceſt Fare, 

Though you may diſapprove the Feaſt, 
| gratify myſelf, at leaſt. 


Sick of the Joys, and taſteleſs grown 
To all the Follies of the Town; 
Vex'd with the Scene of endleſs Strife, 
You'll aſk me——How I ſpend my Life ? 
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Know then, my Friend In Garret high, 
Three Stories mounted to the Sky; 

A Prior here; a Plowden there; 

And Cloaths and Books on every Chair; 
As Fancy leads, in various Way, 

I paſs the Morning of the Day. 


Sometimes, I view, with filial Awe, 
The reverend Fathers of the Law ; 
(Names which the Mufe can ne'er rehearſe, 
Nor Art can ſoften into Verſe) 
Anxious, explore the ſecret Cells, 

Where venerable Science dwells ; 
Submiſſive, bend before her Shrine; 

And dig Inſtruction from the Mine. 


Sometimes, with Sage, or Chief renown'd, 


Again I tread the claſſic Ground; 

With Tully walk ; delighted rove 

In Plato's Academic Grove ; 

Point out each Time-diſtinguiſh'd Spot, 

In Freedom's Cauſe, where Heroes fought ; 
And trace each various Clime anew, 
Where Rome's immortal Eagles flew ; 
Or, great in Arts, as well as Arms, 
Old Athens ſcatter'd her Alarms. 


Sometimes, in Homer's ſacred Page, 
The Muſe's Charms my Thoughts engage : 
Now Troy's proud Citadel appears 
The Battle thunders in my Ears 
The Victots ſhout; and Lion falls 
I hear -I ſee the nodding Walls: 
Now, milder Views her Power ſupplies ; 
Elyſian Scenes in Proſpect riſe , 

Along the fair poetic Ground, 
Ideal Beings ſtart around; 
9212 
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And, borne aloſt on Fancy's Wings, 
talk with Gods, and dine with Kings. 


When Sol his broader Face diſplays, 
And Weſtward ſlopes his Evening Rays, 
I ſometimes ramble, till tis dark, 

In the New-Garden, or the Park ; 

Chat with the Girls of Dreſs or Place; 
Direct a Patch; admire a Lace; 

And, with a well-feign'd Rapture, view 
A Flounce, a Ribbon, or a Shoe; 

As Whim direQs, I blame, or praiſe ; 
And fay—whate'er the Circle ſays —— 
* The prettieſt Hat The fineſt Fan' 
And * Barry is a charming Man! —— 
And, while their Humours thus I hit, 
Lord! How they wonder at my Wit! 


Or, ſometimes to the Globe * I ſtray, 
To hear the Trifle of the Day ; 
There learned Politicians ſpy, 
With thread-bare Cloaks, and Wigs awry, 
Aſſembled round, in deep Debate 
On Pruſſia's Arms, and Britain's Fate; 
Whilſt one, whoſe Penetration goes, 
At beſt, no farther than his Noſe, 
In pompous, military Strain, 
Fights every Battle o'er again : 
Important as a new-made Lord, 
He ſpills his Coffee on the Board; 
| Thence marks Intrenchments, Poſts, and Lines — 
3 Here mounts the Breach--there fprings the Mines-- 
And buſtling, arrogant, and loud, 
Thus dictates to the gaping Crowd-—— 


« The 


* The Globe Coffee-Houſe, in. Eſex-fireet, Dublin. 
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« The Auſtrian Foot was poſted there—— 
The King attack d them in the Rear —— 
« That Diſpoſition I commend; 
Although it did not ſerve his End 
« But, all the World muſt own, in bie, 
The Monarch acted quite amiſg——— 
Say what you will, 7 can't but blame 

« And Luxemburgh would do the ſame.” 

+ Such Folks there are, my Friend; and you 
Have ſeen the like in London too ; 

Who——as, no Doubt, all Patriots ſhould—— 
Neglect their own, for Britain's Good; 

And nobly quit domeſtic Thi 

To model States, and counſel Kings. 


Tir'd of the Noiſe, the Smoke, the Men, 
I leave the Coffee-Houſe at Ten; 
Retire to Reſt about Eleven ; 
And ſeldom wake till Six, or Seven. 


Some News I now would try to tell 
But * Faulkner, ſure, will do as well: 
And, to ſay Truth, the Town ſupplies 


Scarce aught that's worthy of your Eyes. 


Cure, for airy Penfions of Renown, 

Devotes his Service to the State and Crown ; 

All Schemes he knows ; and, knowing, all improves ; 
Though Britain's thankleſs, ſtill this Patriot loves. 
But Patriots differ :—Some may ſhed their Blood ;—— 
He drinks his Coffee——for the Publick Good. 


» FavLixvxzs's Dublin Journal, which was incloſed in this Letter. 


+ But 


+ One of theſe Coffee-Houſe Politicians is admicably painted by our late ene 
Satyriſt, Dr. YounGs. 
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+ But hark!—What Shouts now pierce mine Ears? 
In every Face what Joy appears ? | 
What means that Peal? That ſolemn Sound? 
What ſudden Glory blazes round? 
See, Lightening flaſhing from his Eyes, 
Great Warren's mighty Spitit riſe ! 
See Henry's warlike Shade advance ! 
See Edward raiſe his threatening Lance 
Frowning they come—and hark] once more 
Our Thunders ſhake the Gallic Shore 
Starting, indignant, from his Den, 
The Britiſh Lion roars again; 
Deſtruction whelms yon falling Towers ; 
And Louiſbourgh once more is ours 
Fir'd by the Theme, too high the Muſe, 
With eager Wing, her Flight purſues 
Here, then, as Modeſty demands, 
leave the Taſk to abler Hands. 


You'll own, I hope--for ſure 'tis true— 
"Tis now my Turn to queſtion you: 
When next you write, then, prithee, ſay, 
How roll the buſy Hours away ? | 
Which moft does your Attention draw, 
Hounds, Fiddles, Partridge, or the Lau? 
Does Party-Zeal your Time employ, 

That Foe to Peace and ſocial Joy ? 
Or friendly Love, and chearful Wine, 
To ſprightlier Thoughts your Heart incline ? 


7 
— 


When 


Jetter was written. 


+ The Account of the Surrender of Leu ſbaurgb arrived in Dublin, juſt at the Time this 
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When Books fatigue, and Cares alarm, 


And Sports, long known, no longer charm, 


Say, do you haunt the ruſtic Cells, 
Where Echo, ſportive Dryad, dwells ? 
There, liſtening with aſtoniſh'd Ear, 

Half pleas'd, and half affrighted, hear 
The mimic Thunders burſt around, 
While the Hills tremble at the Sound? 
Or, from ſome Cliff, whoſe Summit bleak 
Hangs o'er the Boſom of the Lake, 
Survey the Beauties of the Scene; 

The ruſſet Hill; the Meadows green; 
The Wonders of the various Ground ; 
And Seats, and Iſlands, ſcatter d round? 
Or, led by melancholy Gray, 

To the lone Church- yard bend your Way; 
And there, your liſtleſs Body thrown 
Along ſome rude, unſculptur'd Stone, 
Grieve to reflect, one common Grave 
Awaits the Coward, and the Brave; 
And—ne'er, alas! to riſe again— 

That Pitt muſt die, ike other Men? 


O, how I long with thee to ſhare 
The rural Sports, and rural Air! 
With early Hound to beat the Fields, 
And try the Joys the Thicket yields! 
With Books to cheat the lingering Night, 
And mingle Profit with Delight 
You aſk me, when I think to go 
To tell the Truth, I do not know; 

Nor is it eaſy to divine; 

Since others' Wills muſt govern mine; 
But this I'll venture to declare, 

You'll ſurely ſee me——when I'm there. 


Here, 


Trex 
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Here, ack, before my Letter ends, 
I /oould enquire for other Friends: 
But that would take a Side at leaſt ; 
And now——the Poſtman is in Haſte : 
If, then, I ſhould proceed to write, 
My Letter could not go To-night : 
Do thou apologize; and tell, 
All ſuch as love me, I am well — 
. Adieu If you approve the Song, 
Pray let your Anſwer be as long. 


mn Ad E COUNT SEMN T. > 


InscxIBED To Miss ST. LEGER. 


ISPLEAS'D with Courts, and human Crimes, 
Wir, TzxvTH, and Mops ru agreed, 
Forſaking Earth's infected Climes, 
Back to their native Skies to ſpeed: 


They 'd reach'd a Mountain's verdant Side, 
Now ready bent to wing their Flight; 
When, by a River's murmuring Tide, 
Young CLA ſtruck their raviſh'd Sight. 


* See! ſee a nearer Heaven in View! 
(Says Wir) Quick let us ſeize on this: 
Tranſported, then, to her they flew ; . 
And took Poſſeſſion of the Bliſs. 
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0 65 ) 


0 ro +: A 0: 


On Tas N E W YE A R. 1771. 


. 


Written in the Country, by a vEBRY YounG Lady of Quality. 


Inſcribed to the Rev. Dr. HENRY CLARKE. 


Set to Mus1c by Mr. JOHN BIRD. 
Y "ME 


ESCEND, ſweet Peace, and gild the Year ; 
Preſide o'er every Scene; 
All Hearts with grateful Influence chear ; 
And charm the ſportive Green. 


To thee we all our Bleſſings owe ; 
On thee our Thoughts are bent; 
Thy ſoothing Voice calms every Woe; 
Thy Smiles enſure Content. 


In vain, thy Preſence if deny'd, | 
Abundance opes the Door ; 
No longer Health our Steps will guide, 
And Joy we feel no more. 


K ; O haſte, 
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O haſte, ſweet Pzace, and crown the Morn ; 
Auſpicious Power, appear; 

From every Breaſt pluck every Thorn, 
And dry up every Tear. 


From hoſtile Swords, and War's Alarms, 

| Our diſtant Coaſt protect; 

And, tho' the Trumpet ſound to Arms, 
Thy favourite Iſle reſpeQ. 


O come, ſweet Peace, with gentle Sway 
Thy hallow'd Rites maintain ; 
Come, ever chearful, ever gay, 
With Virtue in thy Train. 


For thee the Muſes tune their Lyres; 
By thee are taught to ſing 
Fair Commerce lives, and Art aſpires, 


Beneath thy foſtering Wing. 


Then haſte, and here for ever reign; 
And to our Prayers be kind; 
For Happineſs can ne er remain . 
Where Peg ace forſakes the Mind. — 


THE 


x This Os is here printed exaQly according to the Original, In diſpoſing it for Mu- 
fic, the firſt, and ſecond Stanza, only, were taken into the Recitative; the third omitted, as 
'twas thought it would make it too long ; the fourth and fifth Stanza were given to the Air; 
the two following eompoſed a Duet; the laſt, the Chorus. . 
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N EW pT RH FT. 


To three YOUNG LADIES, who honoured the AuTror with a Viſit, 
and preſented him with an elegant Seal, January 1ſt, 1771. 


HO have not heard, or mayn't have read, 
What Greeks, and Latins, too, have ſaid, 
Howe'er the Story odd is, 
That, erſt, a Swain of low Degree 
Was viſited by Beauties three; 
And each, flill more, a Goddeſs ? 


Tho' this in Circumſtances fail, 
Tis juſt the Subſtance of the Tale; 
And, ſurely, 'twill be granted, 
We ſimple Truths, tho Diction err, 
Should to all Fopperies prefer, 
That c'er Enthuſiaſt chanted. 


Thus, Hints are from the Ancients caught ; 
And Similies, and Fables brought: 
5 So Prior did, and Waller. 
Like Bees, induſtrious Moderns roam, 
In Queſt of Sweets, too ſcarce at Home, 
Or, to parade the Scholar. 
K 2 
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Be that as 'twill, ſhould we refuſe, 
With greater Wits, ſuch Aids to uſe, 
And when ſo pat the Caſe is; 
Tho' Paris, all muſt own, was bleſs'd, 
The Prize of Honour I conteſt, 
Saluted by the Graces. * - 


Saturnia's Air, without her Pride, 
To female Softneſs, Senſe ally'd, 

Inn each conſpicuous ſeen is; | 
Poſſeſs d of Beauty's modeſt Zone, 
In Style peculiar Each her own, 

A Match for Paphia's Queen is. 


But, well appriz'd the Poet's Pen, 
With literal, dull, infipid Men, 
Small Credence gains, or Glory, 
Tho' all Obſervers daily find 
Ten'thouſand nameleſs Charms behind, 
The Muſe reſumes her Story. 


One Day, the firſt of all the Year, 
Bright and unuſual Beams appear, 
My Chamber round adorning ; 
Such in the joyous Welkin play, 
When fair Aurora greets the May, 
And uſhers in the Morning. 


* 


* Lady ExIzAnZTn, Lady Mary, and Lady LLovisa BixMINGHAM, 


Anon, 
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Anon, before me, Hand in Hand, 
Three Siſter Genii, ſmiling, ſtand, 
YouTn, SENTIMENT, and ReasoNn ; 
And, graciouſly, by Hoxnovs ſent, 
A curious Si they preſent, 
ReſheQive of the Seafhn : 
There Cupid, emblematic, ſtands, 
And eager ſtrives, with out-ſtretch'd Hands, 
A Heart from Thorns to ſever : 
Rien ſans Fine. The Motto 's true, 
Love, Power, or Wealth, or Fame purſue, 
If nobly we endeavour. 


Love, Power, and Wealth, and Fame be yours, 
And dove-ey'd Peace, which Bliſs enſures, 
And every Thorn diſperſes: 
And, Ladies, all I have t impart, 
Take, for your New Year's Grier, my Heart, 
Enfolded in theſe Verſes. 


To a 0 . L.nS 


Who drew Q U E E N, TWZI TTR NTe ur. + 


Happy to love, and chearful to obey, 
To you we yield the Honours of this Day; 
To you, who merit, who become them beſt, 
A Crown which makes you great, and makes vs bleſt. 


K z VICTORIA 
* Nothing without Trouble, + An Extemr ore Ade reſs. 


HEN Beauty bears with Virtue equal Sway, 


} 
{ 
{ 
| 
i 


( 


VIC TOA OK E NS 18 


Avrnore VINCENTIO BOURNE. 


i, 


AIO cum Titio Lis, et Vexatio longa 
Sunt de vicini Proprietate Soli. 
Protinus ingentes Animos in Jurgia ſumunt 
| Utraque vincendi Pars ſtudioſa nimis. 
Lis tumet in Schedulas ; et jam verboſior, et jam; 
Nec Verbum qvodvis Aſſe minoris emunt. 
Prætereunt Menſes, et Terminus alter, et alter; 
Quiſque novos Sumptus, alter, et alter, habent. 
Ille Querens, hic Reſpondens, pendente vocatur 
Lite; ſed, ad Finem Litis, uterque Querens. 


% SV:1 1; 


(In IMiTtaTion of the ForeGoiNns. *) 


HREE Inches of a Party Wall, 

'Twixt Bourke, and Lis LE, had kindled Hate; 
and long the Strife The Hall 
At laſt muſt ſettle the Debate. 


| Pleadibgs 


This Imitation is founded upon a well-known, and recent Fa: The Litigation was te- 
ious, and expenſive ; and, to heigl. ten the Ridicule, the Parties were—Brothers-in-law, 
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Pleadings on Pleadings riſe, a Mountain 
(In Courſe of Law the uſual Way tis) 
And Words. beyond the Power of counting-— 
Yet not one Word, or Tittle, gratis. 


Motith'follows Month; Terti, Term erm; and each, 
(O Law, inge nious in Delay, 

Thy Myſteries deep, what Thought can reach ?) 
Each Party, ſtill, has Coſts to pay: 


Complainant BoukKkE ; Defendant LisLE; 
Such are they, while the Suit depends:— 
« Aye;” (cries old Bramble, with a Smile) 
But both Complainants, when it ends.“ 


Thus, of a Turtle, once, rare Diſh! 
A Caſe adjudg'd, Reporters tell 
Court, Agents, Lawyers, ate the Fiſh : 
Ihe Parties—ſupp'd upon the Shell. 


FrxoM 


* The Reader will perceive, that the laſt Stanza of the above Trifle is not imitated from 
the Latin: The Writer is indebted for the Hint to a well-known, and admired French Apo- 
logue : He has taken the Liberty, however, to change the Frenchman's Oyſter into a Turtle; 
that the Lawyers, the Agents, and the Officers, (as well as the Judge) might have each 
ſomething to pick; which, to do them Juſtice, however bare the Bone, they ſeldom fail to 
contrive. 
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Fxom POPE's Essay on Man. 


EASON's chief Bleſſings, all the Joys of Senſe, 
Lie in three Words —— HEALTH, Peace, and CoMpPETENCR. 


VERS fur un PASsSAOE de P Op E. 


Pan r d rene 


- 


. 9 I Anglois, ce ſage, fi vants, 
Dans ſa Morale, au Parnaſſe embellie, 

Dit que les Biens, les ſeules Biens de la Vie, 
Sont le Repos, I Aiſance, et la Santi. | 


Il & eſt trompe——Quoi! dans I heureux Partage - 
Des Dons du Ciel, faits a l' Humain ſejour, 
Ce triſte Anglois n' a pas compte I Amour ? 
6 Qu' il eſt a plaindre!——il n' eſt heureux, ni ſage. 


IMiTATED. 


OPE, in his Ess ay, where the Nine 
Have laviſh'd all their Grace, 
All Bleſſings does to three confine—— 
Health, Competence, and Peace. 


| 
i 
1 
"el 
16 
i} 
| 


. 


There need, I think, not many Words 
His Error to reprove: 

Among the Bleſſings Life affords, 
He has not counted Love. 


E PIG R AM MA. 
In duas SoRoR ES pervenuſtas, Marr infeliciter obrutas. 


ARDLEIS quid nunc debemus FluQtibus ? ux AN 
Si Venerem dederint, cum rapuere DUAs 


On two beautiful S1s TER s, unhappily drowned in the 8 EA. 


HAT to the faithleſs Ocean now is due? 
She gave one Venus, and has taken Two. * 


IMITATED, by a ScHooL-Bor. 


H! tell me now, ungenerous Wave, 


What Thanks to thee are due ? 
Ox x Venus, it is true, you gave; 
But you have TWO. 
L | AnN 


* The Miſs Ricnxs, Nieces to the Farl of Warwick. 


AN 


(Ce 


E r I N A 


ER Tea, laſt Night, let Truth proclaim— 
The Virtues of an abſent Dame, 


Were loudly blazon'd forth; 


When one, grown laviſh in her Praiſe, 
Stil'd her, in moſt emphatic Phraſe, 


The Ess of all Worth. 


“ Since ſtrongeſt Ess xx c (Doris cries) 
„Quickly evaporates, and dies, 


« What Praiſe ſhall crown the Work? 


« 'To keep alive a Thing ſo rare 
Sure, then, ſome Friend, with prudent Care, 
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Will recommend a Cork.” 


TD AZ m Os. 


E Gods who fit, and live at Reſt, 
Attend to hear my Wiſhes ; 
I'm in a Hurry to be bleſs'd ; 


So, pray, be expeditious. 


Grant me——let's ſee——now, if you pleaſe, 


This very Moment, grant—— 


Plague take it : How vexatious this ! 


I can't think what I want. 


S HE PH E R D's MOR A L. 


A PAS TOC SALL An 


Fd 


By a YOUNG GENTLEMAN of Fr. 


HE Sky was clear ; the Air was ſtill; 
The Sun had gilt the Eaſtern Hill, 
The Silver Dews impearl'd the Ground; 
And Nature breath'd her Fragrance round; 
The wild Muſicians of the Grove 
Attun'd their little Souls to Love ; 
And every 'Throat, from every Spray, 
With Rapture hail'd the riſing Day: 
When WILL, with ſadly-penſive Tread, 
As up the Hill his Flock he led, 
Saw Suk, advancing, with her Pail ; 
And flew to meet her on the Vale: 
Long had the Youth in Secret mourn'd; 
Nor told the Flame with which he burn d: 
Occaſion call'd; he bleſs'd the Day; 
And thus began the rural Lay. 


Obſerve, my Fair-one, all around, 


What Beauties deck the painted Ground; 
L 2 How 


1 


How ſweet a Smell the Bloſſoms yield; 
How rich a Verdure cloathes the Field; 
The Skies how clear; how ſoft the Breeze, 
That, panting, dies upon the Trees 

How mild the Morn's ambroſial Ray; 
How lovely all the Bloom of May. 


Up yon green Hill, whoſe wood-crown'd Brow 
Hangs o'er the Stream that brawls below, 
. Behold, how gameſome, on the Graſs, 
The Flocks their jocund Minutes pals ; 
And, hark ! how ſweet, from yonder Bower, 
The Birds their artleſs Sonnets pour: 


Love guides the Sports; Love tunes the Lay ; 
And all Creation owns his Sway. 


Paſs but a little While ; and ſee, 

How fad a Change the Fates decree! 

No more, the tender Flocks remain 

In ſportive Gambols on the Plain ; 

No more, exulting on the Wing, 

The Birds their early Carrols ſing : 

They hang their Heads——and all the gay, 
The bright Appearance melts away. 


Stern Winter walks abroad——and, lo! 
All Nature ſhudders at the Blow: 
His icy Hand deforms the Scene; 
And mars the Glories of the Green; 
Lays bare the Hill's enamell'd Side; 
And ſtrips the Meadow of its Pride; 
Thick Clouds obſcure the genial Ray; 
And all Things ſicken to Decay, 
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Thus, too, from Life——or Wiſdom lies 

Each Hour ſteals ſomething as it flies : 

What Pain to think! That Form of thine, 
That lovely Form ſhall ſoon decline : 

The Roſes from thy Cheek ſhall fly ; 

The Lightenings ſhall deſert thine Eye; 

And all thy Charms Aſſemblage gay 
Devouring Time ſhall make his Prey. 


Learn, then, my Fair, nor think it wrong 
To learn, the Moral of the Song 
The preſent Hour do thou improve; 
And give, O give it all to Love! 
Time 's on the Wing Let us be wiſe; += 
And catch the Bleſſing ere it flies! 
Life's but a Span; and Sages ſay, 
That Youth wn . 


8 O N G. 
T UN EE, Tus HiconlanDBr's Marc. 


I T H Eyes full of Tears, and an Heart full of Love, 
From the fair Walls of Derry reluctant I move; 
From thoſe Walls, where my Boſom's chief Treaſure remains; 
Sweet Source of my Joys, and lov'd Cauſe of my Pains : 
Yet, thus though divided, wherever I go, 
Though Hills riſe between us, though Torrents o'erflow, 
My Thoughts ſtill are with her ; my Heart s ſtill behind; 
And, though abſent, her Image Rl lives in my Mind. 4 
1. 3 et 


, . et ˙ e 1 eee — 0 
- 


- — 
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Sweet Hope of my Youth! ſoon may Fortune, once more, 
His Heart's only Wiſh to thy Damon reſtore ! 
Each Doubt then ſhall vaniſh, each Joy ſhall improve, 
While his Eyes from thy Eyes catch the Raptures of Love: 
No Cares ſhall intrude to embitter his Peace ; 
Each Hour, as it flies, ſhall his Bleſſings increaſe : 
And what Fondneſs now ſpeaks, he will prove to the End; 
And preſerye, in the Huſband, the Lover, and Friend. 


CoD EY VV 


MONON APTYPON BAENOYEILIN, 
v Anacztoy. 


Visels. 


HIT HE R, ye bright-ey'd Train, immortal Maids, 
With whom, in tuneful Eaſe, I wont to rove, 
Through ſmiling Fancy's ever blooming Shades, 

O whither are ye fled ?—To what fam'd Grove ? 


No more my Breaſt your happy Influence chears ; 
Nor warm, poetic Raptures now inſpire : 
Quench'd is the generous Flame by chilling Fears; 

By all the enfeebling Band of fond Deſire. 


Ah! luckleſs, ſure, when firſt fair Dayraxe's Charms, 
AttraQtive, caught my vain, admiring Eye: 
Better, by far, I had met the Foe in Arms; 
For Freedom, and my Country, pleas'd to die. 
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How wild the Hope, that me, all-bumble Swain, 
Whom only Love, and Conſtancy commend, 
A Nymph, in Beauty's Pride, ſhould ever deign, 
Kind, to admit her Partner, or her Friend. 
An artleſs Love, in this ill-faſhion'd Age, 
Meets, from each ſordid Maid, Repulſe and Scorn: 
'Tis not the Man, his Gifts alone engage; 
Though every Muſe, and every Grace adorn. 


Away, then, from the proud, contemptuous Fair. 
To Books, and ſweet Retirement let me fly; 

There, with the mighty Dead, forget my Care, 
Or learn (inſtructive Lore) like them to die. 


S O N G. 


HE N firſt thy ſoft Lips I but civilly preſs'd, 
ELIz A, how great was my Bliſs! 

The fatal Contagion ran quick to my Breaſt ; 
I loſt my poor Heart with a Kiſs. 


And now, when ſupremely thus bleſt with your Sight, 
I fcarce can my Tranſports reſtrain ; 
] wiſh, and I pant, to repeat the Delight 
And kiſs you again, and again. 
In Raptures I wiſh to enjoy all thoſe Charms ; 
Still ſtealing from Favour to Favour —— 


Now, now, O ye Gods! let me fly to your Arms, 
And kiſs you for ever and ever. 


*L4 | Tas 
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Tu R 


RIEND of my Youth, theſe Lines receive: 
And, ere my Paſſion you reprove, 
Let my true Hand attempt to give 
A Pic run of the Maid I love. 


But, think not in my Verſe to view 
Such Praiſe as Verſe too oft beſtows; 
A Neck, that mocks the Lily's Hue ; 
Or Cheeks, that ſhame the Summer Roſe: 


Though her's be every Charm of Youth, 

On which delighted Love can dwell ; 
Fair though ſhe be—-in honeſt Truth, 

Much fairer than my Tongue can tell-— 


Yet this I paſs in Silence by; 
For matiy are her Rivals there; 
And K:tty boaſts as bright an Eye; 
And Fanny's Face is full as fair. 


Then think not mere exterior Form 

My Heart's fond With could ever win ; 
To me Expreſſion is the Charm, 

Sure Herald of a Mind within. 


Each Movement of Amr a's Frame 
Calls into Life ſome new-born Grace ; 
While her Eye's bright, yet temperate, Beam 
Proclaims her Heart's internal Peace. 


Fon 1: 8 
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To paint her unexampl'd Worth, 
| What Colours can the Poet find ? 
What heavenly Tints, to ſhadow forth 

The bright PerfeQion of her Mind ? 


'The Soul, in Innocence ſecure, 

Meet Inmate of ſo fair a Frame? 
The Manners, artleſs all, and pure, 

As the rock'd Infant's golden Dream ? 


The Brow, where Senſe with Sweetneſs ſhines ? 

The Look, which wakes, yet checks, Deſire; 
Where Dignity with Freedom joins; 

Where Grace, and Lovelineſs conſpire: 


Weak tho' the Tints, unſkill'd the Hand, 
That rudely ſketch'd th imperfeR Plan; 
Mark you the Features, as they ſtand —— 


To a Y ©@& RC . Y. 


Wirn THE ForEgGoitiNs. 


S K not, ſweet Innocence, what Grace 
Sate for the Pic run which I drew ;— 
The bright Original in You. 
M | The 
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« The Brow, where Senſe, and Sweetneſs ſhine, 


„The Look, which wakes, yet checks, Deſire: ; 
The Form; the Features; all are thine ; 


Tis your own Image you admire. 


Unconſcious of her Charms, thus Eve 


| Lean'd o'er the Margin of the Flood ; 
Beheld a Wonder-in the Wave; 


And prais'd the Beauty ſhe beſtow'd. 
T o fp 
HER B D A . 


HEN Flavius did his Love impart, 
And pour th' O'erflowings of his Heart ; 
When you accounted it no Shame, 


To own you felt a mutual Flame; 


Say, MryR a, knew you at the Time, 
That this ſame Flavius dealt in Rhyme :? 


Had you ſelected from the Croud 
Of Lovers, at your Feet that bow'd, 
Some Beau, content——like vulgar Beaux -—— 
To ſpeak his Mind in humble Proſe, 

Year after Year, unmark'd, might fly; 

Your Birth-Day paſs, unheeded, by; 
And Wrinkles gather on your Front ; 
Yet Half the Town know Nothing on't : 
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But, let an ill- ſtarr d Female chuſe 
Some curs'd Retainer of the Muſe, 
Though her ſmooth Brow and youthful Mien, 
At thirty, paſs her for eighteen, 
Still, by his buſy, meddling Tongue, 
Her Age muſt every Vear be ſung; 
And, ſoon as comes her Birth-Day Morning, 
A Song is ſure to give her Warning; 
Becauſe, forſooth, that rude old Fellow, 
The Dean, had done the ſame by Stella. 


Like other Brethren of the Trade, 
By me this Service muſt be paid. 
This Day, the Nymph, in her Career, 


Has reach'd her F1vE-AaND-TWENTIETH Year: 


But, did the happy Poet pleaſe, 

By her fair Deeds to count her Days; 
By Duties, which the pious Maid, 

To caſe a dying Father, paid; 

By Services, which recommend 

Her Worth to Huſband, Siſter, Friend ; 
Compar'd with all the Pert, and Gay, 
Who while the idle Year away, 

And one unvarying Round purſue 

Of Opera, Play, Aſſembly, Loo, 

With forty thouſand Trifles more—— 
This Day, the Nymph would be rourscoRE. 


AN 


H YM N T O HAR-M ON V. 


an AM TAZ TN ET OI Io. 
PixDas, Olymp. II. 


AUGHTER of Heaven, whoſe magic Call, 
From Nothing, bade this wonderous All 
In beauteous Order riſe ; 
Thou, who, at Nature's earlieſt Birth, 
Saw'ſt vernal Fragrance cloathe the Earth, 
And brighten all the Skies 


Thee I invoke, whoſe ſacred Sway 
Hath bound the Earth, the Air, and Sea, 
| In one eternal Chain : 
Come then, O come, celeſtial Maid ; 
Be preſent to thy Votary's Aid; 
And harmonize the Strain ! 


Even 


* The Writer does not preſume to offer this as an original Compoſition of his own; it is 
a Tranſlation of an antient Greek Ode, which, though never hitherto publiſhed, the We 
Eye will diſcover to have been well known to, and carefully ſtudied by moſt of the modern 
Lyric Writers ; who have, without Scruple or Acknowlegement, copied from it the moſt 
brilliant Paſſages of many of their Odes: The Original, which (it muſt be acknowleged) in 
many Places, particularly in the Simile with which it concludes, ſoars a Flight beyond modern 
Daring, will ſhortly be preſented to the Public, accompanied with a copious Commentary and 
Illuſtrations, tending chiefly to ſhew in what Inſtances ſome late Writers of the firſt Reputa- 
tion have borrowed from this valuable Remnant of antient Literature, 


" * * 
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Even as the Sun inceſſant pours 
On Herbs, and Trees, and Fruits, and Flowers, 
So may thy hallow'd Fire impart 
Freſh Joy, and Gladneſs to the Heart, 
Along the Realms of Day. 


When Folly, with her Hydra-hand, 
Extends her Empire o'er the Land, 


And ftalks, with Giant-Stride ; 
O prop fair Virtue's ſinking Cauſe ; 
Defend our Rights; protect our Laws; 

And ſtem Corruption's Tide 


The ſtarry Hoſt ſhall fade away ; 
Eternal Nature ſhall decay; 
Whilſt thy pacific Beam 
Rolls on, and ſhall for ever roll, 
From Day to Day, from Pole to Pole, 
An unexhauſted Stream. 


Ere Space was Space, or Time was Time, 
Thy Power, thy Energy ſublime, 

With dazzling Luſtre ſhone ; 
And ſhall, when Time, and Space are paſt, 
In undiminiſh'd Glory laſt, 

Immortal, and alone. 


For, when, at Fate's reſiſtleſ Name, 
The Spark, that warms thy vital Frame, 
Aſcends its Kindred Skies; 

Then, like the Phoenix from the Fire, 
An Offspring, beauteous as its Sire, 
Shall from thy Aſhes riſe. 
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Come, then, and let thy Daughter fair, 
Divine Benevolence, be near ; 

And Fortitude, thy Friend ; 
Let firm Integrity be nigh; 
And Freedom, with terrific Eye, 

Thy ſolemn Steps attend : 


That Freedom, which, in Days of Yore, 
Diſplay'd the Impotence of Power, 
And Vanity of Pride; | 
Warm'd by whoſe Flame, great Tully taught; 
And Cato bled ; and Cz/ar fought ; 
And Alexander dy'd: 


That Cauſe, whoſe animating Fire 
Our great Fore-fathers did inſpire 

To vindicate their Right 
O let us now tranſmit it down, 


From Age to Age, from Sire to Son, 
With everlaſting Light ! 


And, lo! through all the peopl'd Air, 
Unbounded Multitudes prepare 
To join the feſtive Throng : 
All Nature celebrates thy Praiſe ; 
And Dryads, Fauns, and Satyrs raiſe 
The Hymenzal Song. 


So, when thy Orpheus ſtrikes the Strings, 

Then Music waves her purple Wings; 
And undulates around ; 

The Groves, with all their Echoes mourn ; 

And ſympathetic Rocks return 

| The inexpreſſive Sound. 


EPISTLE, 
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o 


A STUDENT ar LAW, ro uis FRIEND. 


OME Verſe, dear Tom, for Pity's Sake |— 
A Line, or two, 
If writ by you, 
Will more Impreſſion make 
Upon her Heart, 
Than all that I can do: 
Then ſummon to my Aid your Art 
And tell, 
others love her well ; 
Yet none, like me, adore ; 
Her Preſence might graft Happineſs in Hell; | 
Without her, Heaven is poor, — | 


This, for myſelf, would I indite: 
But, well you know, 
I was not born a Muſe's Heir 
I have no Title to Parnaſſus Hill; 
Or by Deſcent, or Will, 
Nor do I claim a Right 
To any Acre there; 
| No, not to one, 


In all the Rounds of Helicon : 


— 


_ _ 
— —— — 


— — 
— —— 
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What ſhall I do then? How contrive to be 
At leaſt a Tenant unto Poely ? 
The Boon I aſk is not fo great 
Grant me a Farm on your Eſtate ; 
And, as the Cuſtom was of old, 
The Tenure ſhall be Copy-hold. 


V 3 8 E 8, 
Sent, with a LITTLE Book of ManuscrIeT PogMs, 


To We n N 


Y Promiſe bound, by Pleaſure, too, 
To fill this L1TTLE Book for you, 
What Preſent ſhall the Poet fend, 
(Indulge him with the Name of Friend) 
Whoſe utmoſt With is to ſupply 
A Preſent worthy of your Eye ? 


Poets, you oft have heard it ſaid, 
Are moſtly Flatterers by their Trade ; 
The Miſtreſs of each Son of Rhyme, 
From Waller's, to the prefent Time, 
Has, moſt invariably, poſſeſ d 
Each Virtue of the human Breaſt ; 
And every Charm, the Tongue can name, 
Is ſure to revel in her Frame: 


— 
1 


— - 
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Forth, then, he ſends the wondrous Girl, 
With Lips of Coral, 'Teeth of Pearl; 
The honey'd Accents of her Tongue, 
Sweeter than Songs, by Syrens ſung ; 

Her Mouth, bedg f: 
Which all preſerve their ſettled Places: 
Lilies, her Neck; her Cheek diſcloſes 
A richer Bloom than Summer Roſes : 
And, if a Dimple ſhould appear, 
A Swarm of Loves muſt ambuſh there: 8 
Her Eyes are Fire; his Heart, quite Tinder, 
Burning before it, like a Cinder: 
Yet, ſtrange to tell! thoſe Lightnings fierce, 
That flaſh fo briſkly in his Verſe, 
Have ne'er ſufficient Strength poſſeſs d, 
To thaw the Snows upon her Breaft : 
Obedient to the Verſe-man's Will, 
Paris deſcends from 1dg's Hill, 
And gives to her the golden Apple, 
While Goddeſſes around him grapple: 
The Deities of Rome and Greece, 
(To make the Buſineſs of a Piece) 
Leſt aught her Beauties ſhould ſurprize, 
Forſake their Stations in the Skies ; 
In her ſweet Looks (as ſure as Day) 
Young Innocence comes down to play ; 
Diſcretion at her Lip ſtands Sentry ; 
Bright Honour guards her Boſom's Entry; 
Leſt Wiles ſhould 'ſnare, or Force alarm her, 
Sage Prudence brings a Suit of Armour; 
Firm Wiſdom ſpreads a Shield before her ; 
And, all Creation muſt adore her 
Such are th' enamour'd Poet's Lays; 
And ſuch the Tenour of his Praiſe. 

N 


round with Smiles and Graces, 


T1 


* 
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Should he, who now attempts to ſing, 
Such Praiſe as this to Bxss v bring, 
When C--—7, and an hundred more, 
Have ſaid the very ſame before, 
"Twould want—-alas! how vain to ſend it 
Even Novelty, to recommend it : 


But, waving this, he boaſts, beſide, 
(Be this one Poet's honeſt Pride) 
Such hackney'd Praiſe he diſapproves ; 
And will not flatter what he loves. 


Hold“ —(cries young Witling, with a Sneer) 
« You're wrong; quite wrong, indeed, my Dear: 
« Abſurd !—Why, fure, you cannot mean, 
« 'Tis poſſible to flatter G——x,” —— 
hs Not contradicting what you ſay, 
Kind Monitor, TIl have my Way; 
Nor bring, with vain, and idle Views, 
An Incenſe Reaſon muſt refuſe. 


"Tis true, indeed, her Mind diſplays 
An ample Field of faireſt Praiſe: 
His Skill, if there the Bard ſhould try, 
Language could never ſoar too high —— 
Yet, even from this, the Muſe retires ; 
Nor madly to the Taſk aſpires ; 
More wiſe ſhe deems it, to conceal 
What would her Lack of Skill reveal ; 
And, like the Painter, * thinks it beſt, 
To hide what cannot be expreſs'd. 


THE 


+ Tina r, vel plurimum aſſuit Ingenii : Ejus enim eſt Ipbigenia, Oratorum Laudibus 
celebrata; qua ſtante ad Aras peritura, cum mcſtos pinxiſſet omnes, precipue Patruum, 
cum Triſtitie omnem Imaginem conſumpſiſſet, Patris ipſius Vultum velavit, quem digne non 
poterat oflcndere. Prix. Lib. xxxv. c. 10. 
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A FR AG ME N T 


AIN'D to tread the thorny Ground, 
Where few, I fear, are faithful found; 
Mine, be the Conſcience void of Blame; 
The upright Heart the ſpotleſs Name; 
The Tribute of the Widow's Prayer; 
The righted Orphan's grateful Tear 
To Virtue, and her Friends, a Friend; 
Still may my Voice the Weak defend ! 
Ne'er may my proſtituted Tongue 
Protect th in his Wrong; 
Nor wreſt the Spirit of the Laws, 
To ſanctify the Villain's Cauſe! 
Let others, with unſparing Hand, 
Scatter their Poiſon through the Land ; 
Enflame Diſſention, kindle Strife; 
And ftrew with Ills the Path of Life ; 
On ſuch, her Gifts let Fortune ſhower ; 
Add Wealth to Wealth, and Power to Power ; 
On me, may favouring Heaven beſtow 
That Peace which good Men only know. 
The Joy of Joys, by few poſleſs'd 
Th' eternal Sunſhine of the Breaſt! 

| Na Power, 


(92) 
Power, Fame, and Riches, I reſign 
The Praiſe of Honeſty be mine; 
That Friends may weep; the Worthy ſigh ; 
And poor Men bleſs me, when I die: 


A 1 8, 


On the Rev. Dr. CORBE T's Promotion to the DRANRRT 
of ST. PATRICK, DUBLIN. 


HATEVER has been done of old, 
By ſolemn Bards, or Sages, told; 

Whatever of recorded Praiſe 
Adorns the Rolls of younger Days; 
As far as William's Fame hath run; 
Or Britain's Flag attends the Sun; 
All Tongues, all Climes, from Pole to Pole, 
Are known to CoR'BET's curious Soul. 


He, too, can trace each myſtic Birth 
Of Nature to its embryon Earth ; 
And read the Volumes of the Sky, 
With Newton's incorporeal Eye ! 
On Truth's bright Form new Radiance breaks; 
And Doubt gets Pinions, as he ſpeaks. 


But, aſk the Queſtion, where to find, 
The learned Head and humble Mind; 
The modeſt Senſe, which, ſure to pleaſe, 


Yet ſhrinks from every Touch of Praiſe ; 
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The blameleſs Lips, which ſpeak no Guile, 
And, ſmiling, never learn'd to ſmile ; 
The graceful Manners, which compel 
Our Love, by more than magic Spell, 
And join, with unaffected Art, 
The Courtier's Eaſe, and Hermit's Heart ; 
Worth, which can wear, and not profane, 
The Title of Sr. Pa ruicx's Dax > 
Aſk where ſuch happy Virtue grows ; | Ka 
And all the World, but Cox Er knows. \ v4 


T O Berk L A D Y, 


Wir a a PRAYER- BOO K. 


HIS little Book, theſe humble Lines, 
Mrx a, to thee, the Poet ſends; 
And, thus, to Time the Boaſt conſigns, 
That thou, and Flavius, were his Friends. 


Theſe Lines, whene er, compell'd by Power, 
He leaves the Hearts he loves behind, 
Shall oft recall the ſocial Hour; 
And — fhall ruſh upon thy Mind. 


Dear to thy Thoughts, he ſtill ſhall prove; 
Thy friendly With he ſtill ſhall ſhare ; 
His Worth, recorded in thy Love; 
His Sins, remember'd in thy PRAYER. 


EPIGRAM, 


. Mo OK A 


1. 4 the Charms of Wit I prov'd; 
For I no other Charm could find; 
And, faith, believe I ſhould have lov'd, 
But that I am not blind. 


The Heart Wit only cannot melt; 
For, in my Mind, a Miſtreſs ſhould 
Endure as well being sEEN, and FELT, 
As HEARD, and UNDERSTOOD. 


Txs FLY, AND TR CANDLE. 


ET IRE, thou vain, thou giddy Thing, 
Retire; and yet be wiſe—— * 
The Flame has caught his filken Wing; 
He flutters, falls, and dies. 


I, alſo, like this hapleſs FI. v, 
Grown giddy as I gaze, 
Even now, alas! approach too nigh, 
And periſh in the BLA E. 


EPIGRAM. 
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= > 1 ER. 


S K you, NanwnertrTs, why they report of Heaven, 
None marry there, or are in Marriage given ? 


To coy Nax xx TTR ſhall I the Truth — 
Nor Malp, nor BachRTox is admitted there. 


E '”P 1 ̃ 4:27 
Ocaſioned by the Fox ZO. 


HAT Maxi Souls in Heaven are bleſ#'d, 

And none beſide, theſe Lines declare 
Cries Will, © 'Tis ſcarcely to be gueſs'd, 

What mighty Merit ſends them there.” 


Inſtant the wedded Crowd 

We purchaſe Heaven, and buy it dear; 
+ For, ſure, it cannot be denied, 
We live in Poe Arokr, here. 


8 O N G. 


HILE in Pun, in Song, or Rebus, 

Half the Town their Paſſion own ; 
Why does Damon, Friend of Phebur, 

Speak his Love by Looks alone ? 
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| Sadly ſighing, cry'd the Poet, 
(For a Sigh would force its Way) 
« Looks alone, too well I know it, 
Looks alone can ſpeak for me: 


« While they write from Whim, or Faſhion, 
„Tell the Triflers of an Hour, 
„Words may ſpeak a LITTLE Paſſion; 
* GREAT ones are beyond their Power 


| v . 8 E 8, 
75 ͤ »ein 


Upon a PED ES TAL. beneath a Row or ELMs, in a Meadow, 
near RIC HMOND-FERRTx, 


Belonging to RICHARD OWEN CAMBRIDGE, Eſq; 
SEPTEMBER, T1960. 6 


E green-hair'd Nymphs, whom Pan allows 
To guard from Harm theſe favour'd Boughs; 
Ye blue-ey'd Naiads of the Stream, 
That ſooth the warm, poetic Dream; 
Ye Elves, and Sprights, that, thronging round, 
When Midnight darkens all the Ground, 
In antic Meaſures, uncontroul'd, 


Your Fairy Sports, and Revels hold, 
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And up and down, where'er ye pals, 
With many a Ringlet print the Graſs ; 

If cer the Bard hath hail'd your Power, 

At Morn's grey Dawn, or Evening Hour; 

If &er, by Moonlight, on the Plain, 

Your Ears have caught th' enraptur'd Strain; 
From every Floweret's velvet Head; 

From reverend Thames's oozy Bed; 

From thoſe moſs'd Elms, where, priſon'd deep, 
Conceal'd from human Eyes, ye ſleep; 

If theſe your Haunts be worth your Care, 
Awake, ariſe, and hear my Prayer 


O baniſh from this peaceful Plain 
The perjur'd Nymph ; the faithleſs Swain ; 
The ſtubborn Heart, that ſcorns to bow, 
And, harſh, rejects the honeſt Vow; 
The Fop, who wounds the Virgin's Ear 
With aught that Senſe would bluſh to hear, 
Or, falſe to Honour, mean, and vain, 
Defames the Worth he cannot ſtain; 
The light Coquet, with various Art, 
Who caſts her Net for every Heart, 
And, ſmiling, flatters to the Chace, 
Alike, the Worthy, and the Baſe; 
The Dame, who, proud of Virtue's Praiſe, 
Is happy, if a Siſter ſtrays, 
And, conſcious of unclouded Fame, 
Delighted, ſpreads the Tale of Shame: 
But far, O! baniſh'd far, be they, 

Who hear, unmov'd, the Orphan's Cry 
Who ſee, nor wiſh to wipe away, 
The Tear that ſwells the Widow's Eye; 
0 Th' un- 
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Th' unloving Man, whoſe narrow Mind 
Diſdains to feel for human Kind; 
At others Bliſs whoſe Cheek ne' er glows; 
Whoſe Breaſt ne er throbs with others Woes ; 
Whoſe hoarded Sum of private Joys 

His private Care alone deſtroys; 

Ye Fairies, caſt your Spells around, 

Ahd guard from ſuch this hallow'd Ground ! 


But welcome all, who ſigh with Truth; 
Each conſtant Maid, and faithful Vouth, 
Whom mutual Love alone hath join'd, 

Sweet Union of the willing Mind! 
Hearts pair d in Heaven, not meanly ſold, 
* Law-licens'd Proſtitutes, for Gold: 
And welcome thrice, and thrice again, 
The choſen few, the worthy Train, 
Whoſe ſteady Feet, untaught to ſtray, 
Still tread where Virtue marks the Way; 
Whoſe Souls no Thought, whoſe Hands have known 
No Deed which Honour might not own ; 
Who, torn with Pain, or ſtung with Care, 

In others' Bliſs can claim a Part; 
And, in Life's brighteſt Hour, can ſhare 

Each Pang that wrings another's Heart : 
Ye guardian Sprites, when ſuch ye ſee, 
Sweet Peace be their's, and Welcome free ! 
Clear be the Sky from Clouds, or Showers ! 
Green be the Turf, and freſh the Flowers ! 


The moſt abandon'd Proſtitutes, are they, 
Who nat to Love, but Avarice, fall a Prey : 
Nor aught avails the ſpecious Name of Wirk; 
A Mad, fo wedded, is an Wn----z for Life. 


Lord LitTLETON's Advice to a Lapy. 


I 
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And, that the Youth, whoſe pious Care 
Lays on your Shrine this honeſt Prayer, 
May, with the Reſt, Admittance gain, 
And viſit oft this myſtic Plain, 

Let all who love the Muſe attend! 
Who loves the Muſe is Virtue's Friend. 


Such, then, alone may venture here, 
Who, free from Guilt, are free from Fear ; 
Whoſe wide Affections can embrace 
The whole Extent of human Race ; 
Whom Virtue, and her Friends, approve ; 
Whom Cambridge, and the Muſes love. 


A N 


N VI Tarn... 


TO THE 


A VU. T On W E D DI NI 


choſen Mortals, fayour'd few, 
Who pay our Myſteries Reverence due, 
Our Rites who honour, nor profane, 
With Thought impure, our Fairy Reign, 
Attend——approach——aſlemble all, 
On Thurſday next, at HyMen's Hall. 


Know ye what heavenly Gueſts prepare 
To bid our Favourites welcome there? 
O 2 | Love, 
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Love, his Brows with Myrtle bound ; 

Th' attendant Graces ſmiling round; 
Chearfulneſs, with Youth that reigns ; 
Mirth, that Decency reſtrains; 

Laughter, innocent, and wild; 

Fair Contentment, Virtue's Child ; 

Health, and Hope, and Foy, attend; 

And ſweet Good-humour, Beauty's Friend : 
Such the Train, of heavenly Birth —— 
With Caution come, then, Sons of Earth! 


Let none, with Glance unmanner'd, try 
To cloud, or pain the modeſt Eye; 
Nor any Accent wound the Ear, 
Which Innocence would bluſh to hear 
Failing in this, raſh Mortal, know, 
That Inſtant, Oberon is your Foe : 

If aught, your Tongue may lightly ſpeak, 
Shall paint with red the Maiden Cheek; 
Shall force from Betty's Breaſt a Sigh , 

Or call a Tear from Jenny's Eye; 

O tremble, then with Vengeance due 
Our Elves ſhall pinch you black and blue. 


And you, ye fair, and virgin Throng, 
Attend, nor ſlight the Fairy Song 
O then, when yours the Turn to bow, 
And plight, for Life, the ſolemn Vow, 
Let Wealth ne'er bribe you into Care, 
Nor Splendor lure you to Deſpair; 
Profane not HyYMen's hallow'd Bands, 
But, give your Hearts, or keep your Hands ! 


If Reaſon, firſt, your Choice approve, 
Eſteem ſhall ripen into Love; 
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Be that alone the Tie that binds, 

Sweet Union of conſenting Minds ! 

So Life's fair Morn ſhall glide ſerene, 

Nor dimm'd by Grief, nor vex'd by Spleen; 
So Love, with pure, and ſteady Ray, - _. 
Shall gild the Evening of your Day 
And Hrmen's Torch, even to the Urn, 
With undiminiſh'd Luſtre burn! 


OBERON. 


N Y MP o FP THE WE L L., 


TEE L A DI 0 
InscxIBED To Miss S ENT LEG EEX. 


HE blue- ey d Guardian of the WILL, 
That here, unſeen, delights to dwell, 

To tend theſe ſpreading Elms, to rove, 
At Morn, or Eve, the riſing Grove, 
To bleſs the Walk from Feet profane, 
And clear the hallow'd Spring from Stain, 
Warm with the tendereſt Wiſhes, ſends 
This Greeting to her Summer Friends. 
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And, firſt, to you, my ſofter Care, 
Who to HzauTa's Altar here repair, 
O pardon, that, in moral Lay, 

This Admonition I convey : 

Would ye, the roſy Nymph ſhould bleſs, 
And crown your Wiſhes with Succeſs ? 
Be mindful that ſuch Hearts ye bring, 
As beſt may profit by the Spring. 


If little Pride your Boſoms ſwell ; 
In that ſoft Seat, if Envy dwell; 
Conceal'd if there, and ſhunning Day, 
Foul Scandal mark her deſtin'd Prey; 
If there, with dark, malignant Aim, 
Th' invenom'd Falſhood Slander frame, 
Whoſe Viper-Breath till blaſts, unſeen, 
Thoſe Virtues which provoke her Spleen ; 
As the Worm nips, with Tooth ſevere, 
The gayeſt Infants of the Year ; 
If there, rank Tares have fix'd their Root, 
And choak'd kind Nature's goodly Fruit, 
And each ſweet Flower which Heaven deſign'd 
To bloſſom in the female Mind; 
Be gone nor dare this Place profane 
Your Vows to HAL TE are breath'd in vain; 
With pitying, yet indignant, Eyes, 
Away the roſe-lipp'd Cherub flies. 


This Secret once diſclos'd to View, 
To Profit thence belongs to you 
Is Health the Object of your Prayer? 
Is Lovelineſs your Wiſh, or Care? 
O, from your Minds, without Delay, 
Root every noxious Weed away ; 
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And Virtue's honour'd Seeds replace 

In that fair Soil they love to 
Where Truth her radiant Veſtment ſpreads; 
Th' impaſſion d Tear where Pity ſheds : 
Where Candour's cloudleſs, open Mien 
Declares the Peace that dwells within; 
Where Charity, the general Friend, 

Her Heaven-illumin'd Smile doth lend; 
Where thoſe ſweet Plants delight to grow, 
There ſhall Health's freſheſt Roſes blow ; 
This hallow'd'Spring ſhall there ſupply 
The living Luſtre of the Eye; 

Love, Hope, and Joy, ſhall all repair; 
And Grace, and Beauty flouriſh there. 


Quick, then, my gentle Friends, be wiſe ;. 
Nor rudely ſlight the offer'd. Prize ; 
Purſue the Path my Care hath ſhewn ; 
And Health, and Pleafure, are your own : 
Would ye be fair ?!——The Work is done 
Vik ru, and LoveELINEss, are one 
Thus ſhall ye prove, in Form, in Mind, 
What, firſt, creating Heaven deſign'd, 
Of all its various Works, confeſs'd, 
The laſt, the faireſt, and the beſt. 


SONG, 


On 


One 


( 104 ) 


O N 


i e 


OULD LerrTy but ſmile, 
My Fears to beguile, 


No Riches on Earth would I covet ; 
agreeable Glance . 

My Soul 8 

From the dear ſpeaking Eyes of Miſs Lo vxrr. 


d intrance, 


With a Noſe quite genteel, 
In Front, or Profile 


With a Trick in her Lips, 
At which my Heart ſkips, 


To ſnatch a ſoft Kiſs from ſweet Loverr. 


Let the Poet's Heart glow 
With the charming Moll Roe; 


Yet LerrTr's as pretty, I'll prove it; 


Not ſo taper, and ſmall, 
E'er a Moll of them all, 


As the delicate Waiſt of Miſs Lo v rr. 


Should Cypria's Queen 
In my Soul intervene, 


Her Image far off would I ſhove it : 


With one briſk Capriole, 
I would lay my Heart whole, 


At the Feet of my dear LeTTY Loverr. 


With an Eye, O] how archly ſhe'll move it; 


N 
7. 


1 
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O never engage 
With the Chancellor's Page ; 
Your Spirit, I'm ſure, is above it : 
As I hope to be fav'd, 
I thought that you rav'd, 
When you mention'd that Sweetheart of Lovarr. 


What in him can you ſee ? 
He can't write like me ; 
And his Poſt, Faith, I think little of it: 
Not a Beau, or a Swain, | 
But would bear up your Train; 
And be proud of the Honour, dear Lover. 


O! beautiful Name! 
More beautiful Theme! 
Through ſeven long Stanza's I've drove it : 
And, now, my dear Pet, 
I muſt own, with Regret, 
I can jingle no longer to LovertrT. 


s M ͤ 


Ad AMICA M., vpiviti cuidam MaacATORT nupturam. 


OX erat, et ſero requierunt Tempora Somno ! 
Me, tamen, in Somnis, torquet acerbus Amor. 
Axx a redis, vigilis tu Pectoris unica Cura, 
Sola le ves Somnos occupat Umbra tui: 
P 
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Horrida præteritæ Noctis nunc accipe Vis A; 
Heu! nimium memori Pectore fixa manent. 


Qua penetrat gemino Parnaſſus Vertice Nubes, 
Et viret æternis laurea Sylva Comis, 


Captus Amore Loci, per florea Rura vagabar, 

| Que findit liquido Caffalis Unda Pede: 

Hic melius ſplendent Soles, hic purior Æther; 
Perpetuis halant roſcida Prata Roſis: 

Hic et Aquæ Rivi, Zephyriſque exercitus Aer; 
Dulce ſonant Zephyri, dulce ſuſurrat Aqua: 

Hic pennata Cohors mulcet Nemus undique Cantu, : 
Perſonat aurata Phebus et ipſe Lyra. 


Ecce mihi, fruſtra cunctis prælata Puellis, 
Ax x A venit, Cypria pulchrior Anna Dea; 
Non tamen huic ſolitæ Majeſtas ardua Formee, 
Non Rigor aſſuetus, terribiliſque Decor: 
Vultus Amantis erat; vaga Lumina molle loquuntur, 
| Molle tener Riſus, virgineuſque Rubor. | 
Quis mihi tunc Animus, dum non dicenda tuemur, 
Et Manus incluſam comprimit arcta Manum ? 
Dant Sedem virides Ripæ, qua pura ſub Umbris 
Lauriferis, ſacro murmurat Unda Jugo: 
Huic inhians Oculos divinæ Munere Forme 
Paſco avidos, imo Corde Venena trahens. 
Nunc, juvat ambroſios Collo diffundere Crines, 
Ludentem; fuſæ tie decuere Comæ: 
Nunc, juvat innexos iterum vincire Corollis; 
Ordo decet, vinctos florea Serta decent: 
Jam, ſacras Heliconis Aquas haurimus uterque; 
Fundimus alternis Carmen uterque Modis: 
Injicio hærentes Cervici, ſæpe, Lacertos ; 
Labitur inque Sinum, forte, caduca Manus: 


Nunc, 
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Nunc, Dii! quam felix! roſeis exſugo Labellis 
Oſcula, ſupremis Oſcula digna Deis. 
Jam Citharam pulſo reſonantem; Carmine Vulnus, 


ger Amore, levans; Carmen, Amorque placent : 


Sæpe ſuos Maſe, Phebo cum Principe, noftris 
Conſociant Cantus; aſſonat omne Nemus. 


Interea, ſubito miſcentur Cola Fragore; 


Cum Clamore Virum, Cornus rauca ſtrepunt: 


Extemplo, magna Comitum cingente Caterva, 
Vinctaque Pampinea Tempora Fronde gerens, 
Incerto titubans Paſſu, Semeleia Proles 
Ingreditur ; nutat Sylva; recurrit Aqua. 
Fallor, an agnoſco Vultus, fataliaque Ora, TIS 
Tuque Cliens Baccbi, lethifer Hoftis, ades : 
Obſtupui ; laxamque Manum Teſtudo relinquens, 
Neſcio quid, querulo Murmure, lapſa ſonat. 
(Ah | pereat, quiſquis charos divellit Amantes, 
Et vendit Paphie ſuavia Dona Dew !) 


Tum Deus: Huc adſis, melioribus utere Fatis ; 
Cur miſerum Vatem, cceca Puella foves ? 
Jejunas Laurus, et inanes deſpice Frondes. 


En tibi quem Sroxs uM, quas fero, Bacchus, Opes : 


Ecce tibi, plenis curvatur Vinea Ramis ! 
Aſpice quanta rubet Gallia, veſtra rubet : 
Ecce tibi, Naves pandunt candentia Vela; 
Di vitiiſque tuis Antra profunda gemunt. 
Hunc Helicon juvet, atque algentis Fluminis Hauſtus ; 
Aſpice purpureo ſpumea Stagna Mero: 
Hec Jocus, hæc faciles Riſus, agileſque Chorem, 
Hæc Loca laſcivus Comus, Amorgue colunt. 
Huc ades, O felix, tibi largas, inſuper, addet 
Plutus Opes :——Elegis ficcas at ille gemat. 
P 2 | 
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Dixerat : Illa fugit, prenſantem, et Vana querentem ; 75 
Proh Facinus! madido miſta Puella Choro. 

Quid video, Demens? Quænam Oſcula? Qnos Amplexus? 
Brachia tabeſcant; putrida Labra cadant. 

Fallor, an et pariter croceus comitatur ovantes 
Hymen, et accenſas ventilat Igne Faces. 


Tum, vero, ingentes Gemitus rupere Soporem; 
Os Lachrymæ, Sudor Membra ſoluta rigat. 
At vos præſentes Vatem defendite Muſæ; 
Sint procul a Vis1s Omina dira meis : 
Aut, ſaltem, tu magne Pater, miſerere Precantis; 
Me Socium veſtro junge, Ice, Choro: 
Falle Mero Curas, infixumque ablue Vulnus; 
Tu mihi Cauſa Mali, ſit Medicina tua. 


1 
o 


Nixerteenry ODE of the Tump Book of HORACE, 


I MI TT AT: BD. 
Inscx1BED To AMBROSE SMITH, Es 


W IT H too much Toil, methinks, you trace 
Our Britiſh Kings, from Race to Race, 
Who re dead and rotten long ſince ; 
With civil Wars, to crack your Pate, 
And virtuous Hampden's glorious Fate, 
Is all a Pack of Nonſenſe, 
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A better Study, this, by Half. 

Learn where to live, and how to laugh, 
And catch the Claret going ; 

Tell me who caters, where we meet, 

Who calls the Toaſt, who gives the Treat ; 
For this is worth the knowing. 


Boy—ſhew the Daphne !—Lights here—Light! 
Allen 's the Wine we drink To-night ; 
For Drinking is the Scheme, Sirs : | 
A Bumper——come——with all my Heart; 
Three Rounds we'll have, before we part, 
And three Times three to them, Sirs. 


Nine Rounds for him who ſerves the Muſes, 
Drinks, till he ſtares, but ne'er refuſes, 
Nor Reckoning heeds, nor Riot; 
Three Rounds for them who court the Graces, 
Who grudge the Caſh, and fear their Faces, 
And love to live in Qniet. 


Come—— let the joyous Sport begin—— 

More Wine!—bring Girls Hark, there! call in 
Thoſe Violins, and Tabors: | 

I hate a Flincher from my Soul ; 

Fill up fill up the ſparkling Bowl ;— 
We'll rouſe the ſleeping Neighbours. 


We'll ſtorm the drowſy Sons of Care; 
Fret them with Envy, and Deſpair, 
To ſee ſuch jolly Fellows : 
Quick, quick—clear off the Bottle ply; 
Toaſt all their Daughters Bumper high 
And make the old Folks jealous. 
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But, you may thank th' indulgent Fates; 
For you the blooming _— waits, 
To bleſs your happy Bed: 
My cruel Fair I cannot move ; 
But hope, in Time, to win to Love, 
The ſlow confenting Maid. 


A 


n 
Dr. THWAITES's quitting the Practee of PHY SIC, 


A N.D 


of 


Opening a GLASS WARE HOUSE, in Fupgr-STREET. 


XPERIENCE, TawaiTtts, has made thee ſee 
That Gr ass itſelf s lefs frail than w; 
Ne'er bruis'd, and maim'd; to patch, and mend, 
It can but break, and there's an End: 
But Man, more fading than the Grafs, 
More brittle than the fineſt Guass, 
Not only breaks, and falls to Duſt, 
By every Rub, by every Guſt, 
But ſuffers in ten thouſand Ways; 
In Health, in Wealth, in Love, in Praiſe; 
In Things too nice for Tongue to ſpeak—— 
Better to fall at once, and break. 
Wiſely, you, therefore, choſe to deal 
In Wars leſs hable to fail. | \ 


EPIGRAM. 


E P Te A. 2 
ON Miss 3 —R 


TAD sn been firſt of Womankind, 
We 'd been from Ills exempt; 
Heaven could not doubt ſo vunz a Mind, 


Nor Hell preſume to tempt : 


But, had sR firſt of Women been, 
With all that Beauty's Store, 

Heaven, after ſuch PRR EC TION ſeen, 

Had neer created more. 


ADVICE To Miss B-——R, 


WRITTEN 
By Mr. QUIN, on his firſt becoming acquainted with her. 


AIR Nymph, ſhun that voracious Creature, 
F Who preys on Rarities of Nature; 
He would devour a tempting Bait, 
Like you, ſo ſweet, and delicate; 
He'd ſuch a Dainty quickly eat, 
And riot in the luſcious Treat; 
He'd think himſelf in Heaven a Gueſt, 
yo And that Ambrofia was his Feaſt ; | 
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Or, if his Thoughts roſe not ſo high, 
He'd think you Manna from the Sky ; 
For he, in vou, like that, would find 
The Taſte of every Dainty join'd. 


On a L ADDY S8. 


HEN, for the World's Repoſe, my C=i1a sLEEPs, 
'Y See, Cupid hovers o'er the Maid, and weeps. 
Well may'ſt thou Weep, fond Boy; thy Power dies; 
Thou haſt no Da R Ts, when Ce&L1a has no Er xs. 


InscrRIBED To M8. S———. 


OME few to pleaſe, though ardent my Deſire, 
With trembling Hand, I touch the ſounding Lyre. 

O Muſe ! what honour'd Name canſt thou rehearſe, 
Thy Fame to ſhield, and patronize thy Verſe ? 
Fearful, and yet ambitious, in her Choice, 
To you, Marta, ſhe directs her Voice: 
Praiſe is the Song; and aptly, ſure, addreſs'd, 
To one, who gives, and who deſerves it beſt. 
May this your kind, indulgent Smiles obtain; 
'Twill bleſs my Numbers, and reward my Pain; 
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And, though, in Strictneſa, Juſtice can't commend, 
Yet, in the Poet, puniſh not the Friend. 


The Herald Lark had juſt prepar'd to ſing 
Glad Salutation to the welcome Spring ; 
And Somnus, drowſy God, o'er Half the World, 
The downy Fumes of ſweet Repoſe bad hurl'd ; 
Attendant Morpheus guards the lonely Bower, 
Where, wrapp'd in Silence, dwells the ſleepy Power; 
And, hovering round, his faithful Envoys wait, 
Prompt to diſcloſe the myſtic Will of Fate: 
When, caſting off all anxious Cares, my Mind 
To needful Eaſe her Faculties refign'd ; 
Peace lock'd me in her Arms; and mimic Thought 
This viſionary Scene diſtinAly wrought. 


To diſtant Realms, where, copious, every Field, 
And every Tree their Fruits, ſpontaneous, yield, 
And Flocks, and Herds, ſafe from the murderous Knife,. 
Crop the green Herb till Nature ſickles Life, a 
Pleas d Fancy lead; while, through the enlivon d Spray, 
The Birds in Concert made all Nature gay: 
Here, journeying on, encircled with Delight, 
Far Eaſt, a Mountain roſe, obſcure to Sight; 
But, near approach'd, rob'd in celeſtial Sheen, 
Farnaſſus claſſic Marks are plainly ſeen ; 
Fame, on the Top, her dubious Form diſplay d, 
And to her Sons loud Proclamation made, 
Strictly commanding that, without Delay, 
To ſtreaming Helicon all ſpeed their Way; 
For there they 'd, in harmonious Congreſs, find' 
The Nine propitious, and Apollo kind. 
Selected from the Throng appear'd a Youth, 
By Merit influenc'd in Support of Truth; 

*Q For, 
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For though ſometimes applauſive Strains he ſung, | 5 
Deceit, or Flattery ne er defil'd his Tongue; 

A bluſhing Diffidence, at firſt, ſuppreſs d 

His faultering Speech, and labour d in his Breaſt; 
But Phe#bus ſoon, attentive to his Care, 

Diſpell'd his Fears; and thus he form'd his Taſer: 


Father of Verſe! and you, ye tuneful Choir! 
Aſſiſt my Numbers, and my Song inſpire ! 
Yet not, preſuming, do I aſk my Name 
To ſhine conſpicuous in the Rolls of Fame: 
Let but your Aid my humble Verſes bring 
To meet Proportion with the Dame 1 ſing, 
And, if Perfection can the Lay ſecure, 
Till Time's laſt Sand be run this muſt endure. 


Train'd in the Sunſhine of parental Love, 
By Pallas honour'd, and approv'd by Fave, 
She, not on Toys like Half the Sex employ'd, 
Lays all their flirting idle Airs aſide ; 
And, not the Dupe of Faſhion, ſtri ves to ſteer 
Between the Extremes of trifling and ſevere, 
Yet, due ReſpeR ſhe not to Rank denies 
While Moderation all her Wants ſupplies. 
Social by Nature, yet not fond to roam, 
Her Soul prefers the better Part at Home ; 
And ſtudies with calm Influence to preſide, 
Sweet Peace her Aim Her juſt, and only Pride, 
To form her Offspring, as a Parent ſhould, 
Gentle, diſcreet, benevolent, and good, 
To ſolid Glory; and their Minds to improve, 
To riſe, illuſtrious in their Country's Love; 
Not, Slaves to Chance, on foreign Whims to rate, 
Tools, and Train-bearers to another's State, ö 
But be tl. mſelves the Maſters of their Fate. 


Here, 
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Here, yield the Palm, proud Rome ! all muſt allow, 
Thy fam'd Cornelia we have rival'd now. 


If e'er, by powerful Precedent betray d. 
In Folly's flowery Paths her Fancy ſtray d 
In human Boſoms, human Paſſions reign, 
And they 're the wiſeſt who can beſt reſtrain; 
Not leſs her Merit, then; for ſoon the Maid 
Heard Wiſdom's Voice, and chearſully obey d. 
Now, by Reflection, and Experience taught 
The Force of Habit, and right Uſe of Thought, 
From ſettled Principle, deſpiſing Art, 
She guides the Motions of her tutor'd Heart, . 
And, as the Turns of Place, and Seaſons fall, 
Adapts her Manners, and ſhe charms in all: 
With Age, reſpectful; prudent, with the Wiſe; 
Yet, ſtill, conſiſtent, and without Diſguiſe ; 
Mild, with the gentle; with the Sprightly, gay; 
And, with the Cautious, as reſerv'd as they; 
Even Rage, and Tumult, Trial too ſevere, 
Skill'd to appeaſe, or with good Senſe to bear. 
With brilliant Fancy grac'd, her Reaſon ſhines; 
This Penetration gives, and that refines ; 
While native Eloquence informs her Tongue, 
Smooth as her Beauty, as her Virtue ftrong ;. 
With Sentiment and Truth it ſweetly flows, . 
And the fit Emblem of her Conduct ſhews ; 
Though free, correct; though lively, never vain , 
Piercing, though candid ; elegant, though plain. 


In her we prove the generous, open Friend, 
Fearleſs to blame, yet ſtudious to commend ; 


Whoſe firm Attachments, not the Frowns of Fate, 
Nor Fortune's Smiles, can cer obliterate ; 


"W2 


V. 


Whoſe 
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Whoſe Eye no Pomp or Splendor can divert ; 
And whoſe Eſteem ſtill waits upon Deſert. 
Conſcious of Merit, not of Merit proud, 
Judiciouſly ſhe ſhuns the worthleſs Crowd ; 
Yet, with Compaſſion, not to Scandal prone, 
Sees others Errors, and corrects her own: 
Envy herſelf allows her, for ſhe muſt, 
Humane, in Cenſure; in Reſentment, juſt. 
Endu'd with Spirit, and poſſeſs d of Tafte, 
Too great to ſpare, too ſenſible to waſte, 
Whate'er of Luſtre, Wealth, to others gives, 
Beſtow'd on her, it adds not, but receives : 
Riches, in her Enjoyments, bear no Part, 
Which, active, flows not from a feeling Heart, 
Where reigns Benevolence without Parade, 

In all ſhe does fo amiably difplay'd, 

That Goodneſs ſeems enamour'd of her Aid: 
Seeking the Griev'd, and mingling with their Tears, 
Her tender Sympathy their Anguith chears ; 
With liberal Hand ſhe ſuccours the Diſtre ſsd; 
And is moſt happy making others bleſs d. 


Nor, fondly partial to yourſelves, refuſe, 


Ye Fair, dye Reverence to the faithful Muſe, 
Who, though to one ſhe conſecrate the Lay, 
A pleaſing Moral would to all convey ; 

And wiſhes all, even as her Theme, to ſhine, 
In Charms reſiſtleſs, ſhall I ſay divine? 

From this bright Model your Perfections raiſe , 
For know, to imitate, is ſometimes Praiſe : 


By her Example ſtudy and improve ; 


And, with Deſert, aſſure yourſelves of Love. 


The Maid, who, with inceſſant Ardor, reads 


Wild legendary Tales of brainſick Deeds, 


Atchiev'd 


( 7 ) 
Atchiev'd in airy Regions of Romance; 
And ſuch, as flimſy, modern Dreams entrance ; 
Or, ſhe, who would her Sex's Fame reftore, 
By tumbling muſty Tomes of Science ofer, 
With her, may, juſtly, Ignorance deſpiſe, 
And be, at once, both amiable, and wiſe. 
If beauteous, learn, from her, nat to be vain; - 
Nor, yet, invidious, if you are but plain 
And that, eſſential Blifs' would you — | 
The Soul muſt, rather than the Body, give: 
External Charms a tranſient Homage claim; 
To love ſincerely, we muſt firſt eſteem. oY 


O! learn, ſweet Sex; for Men are prone to change ; 
Fond of new Objects, and at large to range; 
From Fair to Fair, inſidiouſly, they run, 

To all devoted, but attach'd to none; 

And, as their queaſy Appetites direct, 

The Lore of Honour reverence, or reject; 

Till one, like her, more lovely than the Reſt, 
In the dear Luxury of Merit drefs'd, 

Fixes the Choice, with that unerring Dart, 
Which, in the Judgement, captivates the Heart. 
The vagrant Bee fo ſkims it o'er the Plain, 

Sips every Flower, then quits with cold Diſdain; 
But, in his Rambles, if the Roſe he meets, 

He dwells upon the Magazine of Sweets. 


This, no licentious Rhapſody of Words, 
Nor Fancy's Coinage, which my Verſe affords ; 
From Obſervation's nice, impartial Laws, 
Fair Nature dictates what my Pencil draws — 
O Gratitude ! thou lovelieſt, and the beſt, | 
Of all the Virtues which adorn the Breaſt; 
For where thou dwell'ſt, there center all the Reſt , 
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Thou favourite Child of Heaven! who canſt diſpenſe 
Delights above the vulgar Joys of Senſe, 

Home-felt Delights, which Knavery, and Art, 

Can ne'er enjoy, nor ever can impart, 

Thy ſacred Laurels plant around her Head; 

Strike Envy dumb; and cruſh foul Slander dead. 
Lo! crowding Wretches, Wretches, now, no more, 
Age, Sickneſs, Poverty, reliev'd by her, 

Men, Women, Children, launch her Praiſes forth, 
Pour down glad Bleſſings, and atteſt her Worth: 
To this, the glowing Muſe her Voice confines; 

To this, ſhe dedicates theſe heart-felt Lines. 


And, yet, her Perſon, well, ſhe might admire ; 

For, there, the Graces, emulous, conſpire, 

And all the Loves are viſibly combin'd, 

To render that accompliſh'd as her Mind : 

In each bright Feature, Innocence is ſeen ; 

Faſe guides her Steps, and dignifies her Mien; 

| Troops of young Decencies around her move, 

| And every Charm diſtinguiſh, and improve: 

| | Through her fine Form diffus'd, a thouſand Ways, 

1 The Soul of Beauty, ſweet Expreſſion, plays; 
Varying in every Movement, ambuſh'd lies 

Smiles on her Lips, and triumphs in her Eyes: 

14 The opening Roſe breathes on her Cheek ——But, here, 

| Modeſt Decorum checks my fond Career; 


| Free to Reproof the Muſe unfolds her Breaſt, 
N And, in ſubmiſſive Silence, veils the Reſt. 


He bow d Loud Fame her ſilver Trumpet blew, 
And own'd the Likeneſs, though far ſhort, of You. 
Rous'd with the Sound, I woke ; and, pleas'd, beheld 
The Morn, rejoicing, o'er the World reveal d. 


C H AR MS or Miss CO X. 


POL LO, come leave off your chanting, 
Mongſt Vallies, and Rivers, and Rocks: 

Your Influence, here, is more wanti 
| To celebrate charming Mifs Co x. | 


Arcadia's ſweet Plains were ſhe rear'd on, 
A Shepherdeſs, tending her Flocks, 
Philoclea had never been heard on ; 
But Sidney had ſung'of Miſs Co x. 


The Ills (if old Stories we credit) 
Pandora let fly from her Box, 
Are not to be half ſo much dreaded, 
As looking on lovely Miſs Co x. 


The Huntſman will venture a Fall, Sir, 
In chaſing a Hare, or a Fox; 

But who would not riſque Neck, and all, Sir, 
In View of the beauteous Miſs Co x? 


The Hero, to graſp at a Laurel, 

Will tell you, at Danger he mocks; 
But, who for vain Honour would quarrel, 
Enjoying the Smiles of Miſs Cox? 
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The Sailor, in Search after Treaſure, 
Meets Billows, and Buffets, and "Tory 
But, who 'd not bear more, for the Pleaſure 
Of gazing at blooming Miſs Co x ? 


The Dotard, depetuling on Crutches, 
The Infant, in Bibs, and in Frocks, 
Would wiſh to be both in her Clutches ; 
So tender, and.gentle, Miſs Co x. 


The Wretch, for a petty Trani _— 

| Will brave both the Jail, and the Stocks ; 
Were Death to attend the Polleſſion, 

| I'd die, to poſſeſs the fair Cox. 


That Love, Which we know is ideal, 

Of Heroes, in-Buſkins, and Socks, 
Would ſoon, to their Coſt, become real, 

Saw they, with my Eyes, the bright Co x. 


The Stoic, with Heart like a Stone, Sir, 
No Storm of this Life ever ſhocks.; 

Yet, knew he my Sufferings, he 'd own, Sir, 
There's Pain in the Frownsof Miſs Co x. 


With her, I could dwell in a Cottage, 

Or Dairy, *mongſt Piggins, and Crooks, 
And give up my Manhood to Dotage ; 

So ſtrong are the Charms of Miſs Co x. 


Time paſſes ſo quick, when ſhe 's preſent, 
I heed neither Watches, nor Clocks; 

Time, ſurely, was never ſo pleaſant, 

As ſpent in the Sunſhine of Co x. 
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What Eyes are like thoſe of my Charmer, 
Excelling Sphynx. Eagle, or Ox! 

None ſhould, without magical Armour, 
Encounter the Eyes of Am Co x. 


— Claws, and Hodk, 
Fall ſhort of the delicate Flavour | 
That flows from the Lips of Miſs Co x. 


She 's pretty beyond all Deſcription ; 
For this I 've the u Vox ! 
And with her I'd live in Proſcription ; 


'Tis Preedom to live with Miſs Co x. 


ZEneas, of Dido grown weary, 

Slipp'd Cable, and bore from her Docks; 
But, ever ſtout, buxom, and airy, 

Like me, he'd have moor'd with Miſs Co x. 


Court Lady, nor Counteſs, nor Ducheſs, 
Full-dreſs'd, or reduc'd to their Smocks, 
Could never attract me ſo much as 


The lively, the gameſome Miſs Co x. 


As, once, in the Month of September, 
I croſs'd o'er the Line Equinox, 
well I was duck'd, I remember, 
I warm'd at the Thoughts of Miſs Co x. 


The Commons, and Lords of the Nation, 

1 Were ſtartled by ſly Guido Fuur, 

But quick would have been the 
10 by Miſs Co x. 
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Who ſees her, and does not admire her, 
Is duller than Buzzards, or Blocks; 

Love ſharpens his Darts at the Fire, Sir, 
He lights in the Eyes of Miſs Co x. 


Prometheus ſtole Fire out of Heaven; 
For which he was torn by the Rocs; 
But Fire more effectual he d given, 
In ſtealing the Blaze from Miſs Co x. 


What burning, and toaſting, and frying, 
| We read of in Martyrdom Fox; 
But, now, Half the World are a dying, 
Inflam'd by the Charms of Miſs Co x. 


She warms, and ſhe cools, as ſhe pleaſes ; 
Which ſeems a moſt ſtrange Paradox ; 
Her Beauty moſt ardently blazes ; 
Yet froze is the Heart of Miſs Co x. 


When coldly my Love I find treated, 
I call upon Age, and Small-pox, 
Thoſe Foes, by all Beauties fo hated, 
I' avenge me on cruel Miſs Cox. 


I deal not in Lottery Tickets, 
Nor yet the dull Funds of the Stocks; 
My Heart s always blithe as a Cricket's ; 
My Omnium s the dainty Miſs Co x. 
How 


* The largeſt, and moſt ravenous of all the feathered Race; mentioned in the Arabian 
Tales, &c. being, as many crafty modern Criticks ſagaciouſly maintain, that identical Species 
of Yulture, which, the Antients tell us, fed on Prometbeus's Liver, deſtined by Jupiter to a 
perpetual Growth, in Puniſhment of his ſacrilegious Offence. 
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How long one poor Word has been hunted, 
Much cloſer than Beavers, or Brocks 

Nor wiſh I my Rhyme to be ſtunted, 
9 


o 
MARGARET WOFPFINGTON, 
10 
His GRACE, THE DUKE oP DORSBT. 


AY 1 Grace, with all Submiſſion,” 
I humbly offer my Petition: 
Let others, with as ſmall Pretenſions, 
Teaze you for Places, and for Penſions; 
I ſcorn a Penſion, or a Place; 
My ſole Deſign 's upon your Grace. 
The Sum of my Petition 's this, 
I claim, my Lord, an annual Kiss; 
A Kiss, by ſacred Cuſtom, due 
ren 
* 2 But, 
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But, leſt you entertain a Doubt, 

I'll make my Title clearly out. 
It was, as near as I can fix, 

The fourth of April, Forty*ſiz. - 

(With Joy I recolle& the Day). 

As I was dreſſing for the Play, | 

In ſtepp'd your Grace; and, at your Back, 

Appear'd my truſty Guardian Mae. + 

A ſudden Tremor ſhook my Frame ; 

Lord! how my Colour went, and came! 

At length, to make my Story ſhort, 


You kiſs d me, Sir, — Heaven bleſs you ſor't: 


The magic Touch my Spirits drew 

Up to my Lips, and out they flew; 

Such Pain, and Pleaſure, mix d, I vow, 

I felt all oer II can't tell how, _ 
The Secret, when your Grace withdrew, 
Like Lightening, to the Green-Room flew, 
And plung'd the Women in the Spleen ; 
The Men receiv'd me as their Queen, 
And, from that Moment, ſwore Allegiance , 
Nay, * Rich himſelf was all Obedience. 
Since that, your Grace has never, yet, 
Refus'd to pay the annual Debt. 

To prove the Fact, if you would have it, 
Old Mac will make an Aﬀidavit: 

If Mac' s ſuſpected as a Fibber, 

I muſt appeal to Laureat Cibber. 


By good Advice, I hither came, 
To keep up my continual Claim : 


The 


+ n M* Swixxv, Eſq; concerned in the Management of the Opera, He left the 
| greateſt Part of his Fortune, at his Death, to Mrs, Worricrox. 


The Manager of Covent-Garden Theatre. 
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The Duty 's not confin'd to Place; 

But, every where, affects your Grace; 
Which, being perſonal on You, 

No Deputy, my Lord, can do. 

But, hold: ſay ſome, His Situation 

* Is chang'd; conſider his high Station.” * 
Can Station, or can Titles add | 

To Doxs E more than DoxszT bad? 

Let others, void of native Grace, 

Derive faint Honour from a Place; 

His Greatneſs to himſelf he owes; 

Nor borrows Luſtre, but beſtows. 

* That's true: But, ſtill, you anſwer wide 
How can he lay his State aſide ? 

Then think betimes; Can your weak Sight 
Support that wondrous Burſt of Light? 
Will you not ſicken, as you gaze? 

* Nay, haply, periſh in the Blaze ? 

* Remember Semele, who dy'd, 

A fatal Victim to her Pride.“ 

Glorious Example How it fires me 
burn N gaand all the God inſpires me 
My Boſom is to Fear a Stranger; . 
The Prize is more enhanc'd by Danger; 

I bleſs the Wound, when given by you; 
And hug the Bolt, though Death enſue. 


RIDDLE. 


* Lord Lieutenant of Ireland, 
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E Learn'd, who the Secrets of Nature explore, 
Who hunt after Knowlege, and thirſt ſtill for more, 
Attend to what follows, and duly regard it : 
| Hereafter you'll own all your Pains well rewarded. 
To you I apply: I'm a whimſical Creature; 
And beg you will tell me my Name, and my Nature: 
My Story 's not long; yet, ſo ſtrange is my Lot, 
I doubt if I've even a BRIN e, or not, 


In the very firſt Day of the very firſt Year, 
When, firſt, new-created, this World did appear, 
My Parent, then form'd, was cozval with Time, 
Like other Productions, and ſhone in her Prime; 
Being pregnant with me: But, what 's hard to unravel, 
Tho' in a few Hours ſhe look'd for her Travail, 
From that, to this Moment, Ive never been ſeen, 
By King, Lords, or Commons, nor, eke, by the Queen: 
She ſtill remains pregnant; I ſtill am expected; 
Nor has Time, which tells all Things, th' Impoſture detected. 
To account for this Fact, will ſurprize you much more, 
Than any Thing elſe I have told you before; 
For, though, from all Ages, ſhe ought to take Warning, 
Each Night, ſhe's deliver'd; with Child, every Morning; 
And, ſtill more ſurprizing, the Moment I come 
To Life, I, that Moment, return to the Womb; 
Or, rather, to tell you the Truth more exact, 
(However romantic, yet, faith, tis the Fact) | 
Each Night we expire, when the World is at Reſt, 
Next Morning, revive, like the Bird of the Eaſt, 


( 27 ) 


In the ſelf ſame Condition, as both of us die; 

And, thus, ſhall continue, in one conſtant Round, 
'Till that awful Day, when the Trumpet ſhall ſound ; 
Then, we, like all Creatures that dwell on this Earth, 
Shall both loſe our Beings, though I ne er had Birth. 


WORRO. MT O. 


L k !- ñĩ] 57 ru 
To H. H. Eſq; Author of the CounTEss or SALISBURT. 


O thee, my Friend, who ne er, with cold Diſdain, 
Did'ſt damp my Tranſports, or my Griefs reprove, 
To thee I write : Indulge this plaintive Strain ; 
This plaintive Strain thy Breaſt, at leaſt, may move. 


My Heart, elate with Spirits, once, was light; 

With careleſs Eaſe, from Fair to Fair I flew; 
The Day, in Joy, in Peace I ſpent the Night; 

Nor dream'd of Love, which ſcarce by Name I knew. 


* The little Birds, that charm the vocal Wood, 
Could boaſt no greater Liberty than I ; 

No Tears of mine encreas'd the chryſtal Flood, 
Nor did I to the Zephyrs lend a Sigh. 


„ This Stanza, a Parody from Parnell. 
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When Lads, and Laſſes, danc'd in ſprightly Round, 
I tripp'd it with the faireſt I could find ; 

My Flute ne'er utter d, then, a plaintive Sound, 
But airy Sonnets {ported on the Wind. 


Where, where is, now, my vaunted Freedom gone ? 
Why heaves my Breaſt? Why falls this Drop of Woe? 
Too ſure, LiseTTA has my Peace undone ; 
Too ſure, her Eyes the fatal Wounds beſtow : 


Thoſe Eyes, where Innocence, and youthful Fire, 
Parents of Chearfulneſs, their Throne have plac'd, 
With Tenderneſs, exciting ſoft Deſire, 
And Senſibility, the Ground of Taſte. 


No dew-bent Roſe-bud with her Lip can vie; 

No Whiteneſs, match the Ivory of her Tecth ; 
The May-Morn Gales, in paſſing lily by, 

Steal added Sweetneſs from her balmy Breath. 


Behold her, blooming, lead the feſtive Ball; 
How happy he, who holds her taper Hand 

The Graces, ſmiling, follow round the Hall 
And all the Loves, in mute Devotion ſtand. 


Do lively Tunes the Movement quick denote ? 


| Blithſome, and light, ſhe bounds along the Floor; 
| Do graver Strains in trembling Æther float? 


Her Eaſe, and Dignity, all Eyes allure. 


Nor think, my Friend, all beauteous as ſhe is, 

Her Form, alone, inſpires the amorous Flame; 
Beauty, tis true, enhances every Bliſs; 

But mental Grace confirms the tender Claim. 


And, 
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And, ſure, the mental Graces, which I prize, 
Are in my fair Lis x A all combin'd ; 


Truth, Senſe, and Sweetneſs, ſparkling in her Eyes, 
Shine, a faint Emblem of her active Mind. 


Her Brow no Trace of Envy e er betray d; | 
To her the Breath of Calumny s unknown; 

Her Breaſt, from Principle, by Virtue ſway'd; 
And no Deſert eſcapes her, fave her own. | | 


Young, dimpling Gaiety illumes her Face ; 
No Bluſh, but Virgin Modeſty, her Cheek : 
Oh! may no hapleſs Paſſion blaſt her Peace; 


No Sighs, like mine, a tortur'd Boſom ſpeak! 


Tortur'd for her alone; but, cruel Fate 
To others, kind, and affable, and free, 
|, only, pine, obnoxious to her Hate; 
Each Frown, each chilling Glance, is bent at me. 


She difapproves of all I fay or do; 

If grave, I'm ſullen; trifling, if I'm gay; 
No kind Farewell attends me, when I go; 

No little Favour chears me, if I ſtay; 


At Eve, if, watchful, I her Steps attend, 
She ſcorns upon my proffer'd Arm to lean ; 
Yet none, more faithful, would Aſſiſtance lend, 
More firmly prop, or pick her Steps more clean. 


But, let me not accuſe the lovely Maid; 
| I never told her of my ardent Flame; 
Though oft, I think, my ſpeaking Eyes have ſaid, 
What my Reſpect forbids my Tongue to name. 
| n | 
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Do you, then, beſt of Friends, my Suit prefer ; 
And think that you your own Tha/ja woo , 
, Friendſhip, and Love, combin'd, will gain her Ear ; 
And Words, like theſe, expreſs a Paſſion true: 


Oh thou, my only, ever, beſt beloy'd! 
For whom I live, for whom I d freely die, 
With ſoft Compaſſion let thy Breaft be mov'd! 
Let tender Pity fill thy melting Eye. 


That I adore with Ardour, Zeal, and Truth, 
Each Word and Action, fairly judg d, will tel; 

I 've known thee, Faireſt, from thy earlieſt Youth, 
And, faithful even to Death, with thee would dwelL 


Such Symptoms as Sincerity attend, 
Of ſuch, I feel my anxious Boſom full; 
In vain, by Converſe with a chearful Friend, 
In vain, by reading, I my Griefs would lull. 


When round my Room I take my Midnight Walk, 
On every Pannel thy lovy'd Form I ſee; 

I gaze! and to thy fancy'd Shadow talk! 
Heave a ſad Sigh, and melt in Tears, for thee. 


My Humour, or I'm flatter'd, once, could pleaſe, 
And ſhake the ſocial Board with roaring Mirth , 
Dejected, now, I paſs my tedious Days, 
And almoſt curſe the Hour that gave me Birth. 


For Lovers, far more wealthy, far more fair, 
Perfections, ſuch as thine, may juſtly hope; 
But, where 's the Man whoſe Love is fo ſincere, 


Whoſe Warmth, and Tenderneſs, with mine can cope ? 
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Were Wealth, and Honours, both at my Command, 
To ſhare with thee would be my greateſt Pride ; 

Heavens! with what Eagemeſs I 'd ſeize thy Hand! 

SGood Heavens! how glory in my charming Bride! 


The Sweets of Friendſhip ſhould our Days employ ; 
And mutual Tranſports crown th' earaptur'd Night 


Oh! my LizzxTTa! Oh! my Boſom's Joy! 
My buſy Fancy ſickens with Delight 


Juſtice, at leaſt, you owe to Love like mine : 
Then, tell me, may I c'er expect to pleaſe ? 

Let not my Youth, in fruitleſs Wiſhes pine; 
To know the worſt, is ſome Degree of Eaſc. 


Theſe Thoughts, thus rudely flowing from a Heart 

Which feels much more than Language can 
Theſe, to my Love, with friendly Zeal, impart ; 
So may THALI14 all your Wiſhes bleſs, 


E j Tod 2 
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HE Peacock is the ytouDtesT Bird; 
The Macs excells in Norss : 
VaniLLa, wantonly abſurd, 
The Place of nor ſupplies. 
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Occaſional PROLOGUE to the Beccar's Oran, 


Pex FoRMBD AT C AR T O N. 
Inſcribed to her Grace the D UC HESS. of LEINSTER. 


UR Play, To-night, wants Novelty, tis true: 
That to atone, our Ac ros all are new. f 

And, ſure, our Stage than any Stage is droller; 
Lords act the Rogue, and Ladies play the Stroller; 
And yet, ſo artfully they feign, you 'll ſay, 
They are the very Characters they play: 
But know they re honeſt, though their Looks belye it— 
Great ones ne'er cheat, when they get nothing by it. 
Our Ladies, too, when they this Stage depart, 
Will pilfer nothing from you, but your Heart. 
The melting Muſic of our Po/{y's Tongue 
Will charm beyond the Syren's magic Song; 
Vincent, with Grief, ſhall hear fair Mar TIx's Fame; 
And tuneful + Brent ſhall tremble at her Name. 
If Lucy ſeem too meek, yet, never fear, 
For all thoſe gentle Smiles, ſhe Il ſcold. her Dear; 
But, her keen Rage ſo amiable is found, 
Macheath you Il envy, though in Fetters bound. 
If Peachum's Wife too fair, too graceful prove, 
And ſeem to emulate the Queen of Love; 
If no Diſguiſe her Luſtre can conceal, 
And every Look a matchleſs Charm reveal ; 


We 


A famous Singer, in Lo dan. + Another, famous for playing Polly in the Beggar's Opera, 
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We own the Fault——for, ſpite of Art, and Care, 
The Loves, and Graces, will attend KiLpare. 
Diver, and blooming Coaxer, if you knew them, 
You 'd think you ne'er could be too loving to them. 
When you behold our Peachum, Filch, and Locket, 
You Ill ſhudder for your Purſe, and guard your Pocket. 
Our Trapes from Douglas ſelf the Prize could win, 
More Virgins could decoy, and drink more Gin. 
When Slammekin you view, politely drunk, 

You 'll own the genuine Covent-Garden Punk. 

Thus, Virtue's Friends their native Truth diſguiſe, 
And counterfeit the Follies they deſpiſe; 

By wholeſome Ridicule, proud Vice to brand, 

And into Virtue laugh a guilty Land: 

But, when this buſy, mimic Scene is o'er, 

All ſhall reſume the Worth they had before; 

Locket himſelf his Knavery ſhall reſign, 

And loſe the Goaler in the dull Divine. 


TWO 
* A Woman of infamous Reputation, who kept a notorious Bagnio in London, 


DRAMATIS PERSONA 


Polly, Miſs M—rT—x. 

Lucy, Lady L——a Co——LY. 
Macheath, Captain M—— XX —8. 

Mrs. Peachum, Counteſs of 15. 
Jenny Diver, Mis V——s—y. 

Coaxer, Miſs AD— ky. 

Peachum, Lord Ch —rL——MM—xT. 
Filch, Mr. Co—NX——LY. 

Locket, and Prologue, Rev. Mr. M- — . 

Diana Trapes, Mr. R. G x. 


Miſs Slammekin, | Lord Po—nSCo—r, 
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a tibi jura per Matris, et Offa Parentis, 
(Si falls, Cinis, heu ! fit mihi uterque gravis) 
Me tibi ad extremas manſurum, Vita, Tenebras —— 
Ultima talts erit, que mea prima Fides. 
Hoc mibi perpetuo Jus eſt, quad ſolus Amator 
Nee cito defiſto, nec temere incipio. 
Porz r. Lib. 2. El. ac. 


„. To DAMox. 


O longer hope, fond Youth, to hide thy Pain, 
No longer bluſh the Secret to impart ; 
Too well I know what broken Murmurs mean, 


And Sighs that burſt, half ſtifled, from the Heart. 


Nor did I learn this Skill by Ovid's Rule; 

The magic Arts are to thy Friend unknown: 
I never ſtudy'd but in Myra's School; 

And only judge thy Paſſion by my own. 


* Non ego celari poſſim, quid Nutus Amantis, 
Quidve ferant miti lenia Verba Sono. 
Nec mihi ſunt Sortes. ; 


TiBULL. 
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Believe me, Love is jealous of his Power; 
Confeſs betimes the Influence of the God : 

The Stubborn feel new Torments every Hour; 

To merit Mercy, we muſt kiſs the Rod. 


In vain, alas! you feck the lonely Grove, 
And in ſad Numbers to the Thames complain: 
The Shade, with kindred Softneſs, ſooths thy Love, 
Sad Numbers ſooth, but cannot cure, thy Pain. 


When Phebus felt (as Story ſings) the Smart, 
By the coy Beauties of his Daphne fir d, 
+ Not Phebus ſelf could profit by his Art, 
Though all the Nine the ſacred Lay intpir dk. 


Even ſhould the Maid vouchſafe to hear thy Song, 
No tender Feelings will its Sorrows raiſe; 
For, Verſe hath mourn'd imagin'd Woes ſo long, 


She'll hear unmov'd, and, without pitying, praiſe. 


Nor yet, proud Maid, ſhould ſt thou refuſe thine Ear; 
Nor are the Manners of the Poet rude; 

Nor pours he not the ſympathetic Tear, 
His Heart by Anguiſn, not his own, ſubdu'd. 


When faireſt Names in long Oblivion rot, 

(For faireſt Names muſt yield to waſting Time) 
. The Poet's Miſtreſs ſcapes the common Lot, 
And blooms un-injur'd in his living Rhyme. 


ELEGY 


* Define diſſimulare ; Deus crudelius urit 
Quos videt invitos ſuccubuiſſe ſibi. TiBULL. 


+ Nec proſunt Domino, que proſunt omnibus Artes. Ovid. 
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In ANSWER to the FOREGOING. 


Warm from the Soul, * faithful to its Fires. 
- Pore's Eloiſa to Abelard. 


HO U, whom long ſince I number'd for my own, 
To whoſe kind View, in Life's firſt happy Days, 
Each young Ambition of my Heart was known, 
For Fame my Ardour, and my Love of Eaſe, 


Say, wilt thou pardon, that a while I thought 
(The Thought how vain!) my Feelings to diſguiſe ? 


Too well thou knew'ſt, by Myra's Leſſons taught, 


The Soul's ſoft Language, and the Voice of Eyes : 


Thou knew'ſt—perhaps, ere to myſelf” twas known— 


Th' impatient Struggling of the Sigh ſuppreſt; 
And early ſaw'ſt, inſtructed by thy own, 


The infant Paſſion kindling in my Breaſt. 


* No longer, then, I'll ſeek to hide my Pain, 
Neo longer bluſh the Secret to impart ;” 
The Maſk, which wrong'd thy Friendſhip, I diſdain, 


And boaſt the graceful Weakneſs of my Heart.” 


* HammoND, Elegy the Ninth. 
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Nor ſhall the jealous God with Hand ſevere 
Afflict his Vaſſal, though a Rebel long; 

Already hath he breath d the humble Prayer, 
And pour'd already the repentant Song. 


But, ah! in vain his Art the Poet tries, | 
The Power of Numbers he exerts in vain; 

The Maid regards them with unconſcious Eyes, 
And hears, but will not underſtand, the Strain. 


Yet hath ſhe ſeen for Nothing could conceal — 
The wild Emotions of his labouring Breaſt ; 

The fond Attention that devour'd her Tale; 
The Hand that trembled, when ber Hand it preſt: 


While his pleas'd Ear upon her Accents hung, 
Oft hath ſhe mark'd th' in voluntary Sigh, 
Love's “ broken Murmurs” forming on his Tongue, 
And Love's warm Rapture ſtarting to his Eye. 


And ſhe hath ſeen him whelm'd in bittereſt Woe, 
When her Frown ſpoke fome Error unforgiven; 
And ſhe hath ſeen each kindling: Feature glow, 
When her Smile chear'd him with a Gleam of Heaven. 


But, when in Verſe he breathes his amorous Care, 
(As if /be knew not what to all is known) 
His Art ſhe praiſes, but neglects his Prayer, 
Nor deems the Poet, or the Verſe, her own. 


Say, then, O ſay (for, ſure, tou know'R full well 
Each tender Thought with happieſt Skill to dreſs) 
His Heart's ſtrong Feelings how his Tongue ſhall tell! - 


How ls Language never can expreſs ! 
T 


Teach 
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Teach him thoſe Arts that did thy Suit commend, 
When Love firſt prompted Mrs a to be kind; 

And, that thoſe Arts may proſper, let thy Friend 
His Love's ſoft Advocate in My a find. 


Then, while the happy Means thy Leſſon ſhews 
f To win the Maid his Paſſion to approve, 
Then Mr a ſhall recount for Myr A knows 
What Bleſſings are in Store for thoſe that love: 


Mrx a ſhall tell her, that from Love alone 
| Flows the pure Spring of Happineſs ſincere ; 
And Love, with Power to Lovers anly known, 
Doubles each Joy, and leſſens every Care: 


And each warm Tranſport of her conſcious Heart, Th 
And each fair Hope, that doth her State attend, 

With generous Ardour My a ſhall impart, 
And point her own Example to her Friend : 
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And if her Senſe ſhall Damon's Claim approve, 
And if her Candour deem his Vows ſincere, 

Her Tongue ſhall ſpeak the Intereſt of his Love, 
Her gentle 2 5 8 enforce his Prayer: 


And all that REY ig Pity can ſuggeſt, 
And each ſoft Argument her Thought can find, 

Mr a ſhall urge—— O! be her Pleading bleſt!—— 

To win her fair Companion to be kind: © 


And when for Friendſhip muſt not paſs them o'er— 
She gives the Prailties of his Youth to Sight, 

O!] may her Pencil place—he aſks no more— 

Each little Merit in the faireſt Light! 
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CLaRa, 
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CLaRa, perchance, may learn to love an Heart, 
(Proud though the Boaſt, it is an honeſt Pride) 

Where nothing ſelfiſh ever claim'd a Part, 
Which owns no Purpoſe it ſhould wifs to hide: 


Warm with the Love of Virtue and Mankind, 
At others' Bliſs where ſocial Feelings glow ; 
And where, when Sorrow wrings the worthy Mind, 
The Tear is ready for another's Woe: 


This Praiſe the Youth is fond to call his own ; 

No higher Worth he ſeeks, his Claim to grace; 
His Hope he builds upon his Love alone, 

And his Love ſtands on Reaſon's folid Baſe : 


No ſudden Blaze, the Meteor of a Day, 
It's tranſient Splendour o'er his Heart doth pour ; 
Kindled at Virtue's Fire, the ſteady Ray 


Shall ſhine through Life, and gild it's lateſt Hour. 


If ſuch an Heart can pleaſe, if ſuch a Flame 
With kindred Ardour can inſpire ber Breaſt, 
His firſt Ambition hath obtain'd its Aim 
To Heaven and Fortune he commits the Reſt. 


But, if, regardleſs of the honeſt Prayer, 
The Maid, unpitying, on his Love ſhould frown ; 
If Fate's worſt Shock the Youth is doom'd to bear, 
Each Proſpect darken'd, and each Hope o'erthrown ; 


Too humbly fearful of the all-ruling Power 
To ſtrike the Blow that ſets the Spirit free, 
Priſon'd in Life, he Il wait the appointed Hour, 
And, patient, bend him to the hard Decree : 
T 2 


Yet 
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Yet ne'er (however ſhifts the varying Scene) 
Shall her dear Image from his Mind depart ; 
Still freſh the loy'd Idea ſhall remain, 
Warm in each Pulſe, and woven with his Heart: 


Unchang'd through Life, ſtill anxious for her Peace, 
For her to Heaven his daily Prayer ſhall riſe; 
And, when kind Fate ſhall grant the wiſh'd Releaſe, 
His laſt weak Breath ſhall bleſs her as it flies: 


Then, when in Earth's cold Womb his Limbs are laid, 
| (For, ſure, her Servant's Fall ſhall reach her Ear) 
CLar a, perchance, will ſigh, and grant his Shade 
The kind Compaſſion of a pious Tear: 


Yes—ſhe will weep—for gentle is her Breaſt— 
Though his Love pleas'd not, ſhe will mourn his Doom; 
And, haply, when with Flowers his Grave is dreſs'd, 


Her Hand may plant a Myrtle o'er his Tomb. 


This Meed, at leaſt, his Service may demand; 
This—and 'tis all he aſks—his Truth may claim: 
No breathing Marble o'er his Duſt ſhall ſtand; 
No ſtoried Urn ſhall celebrate his Name : 


Enough for him, that, where his Aſhes lie, 
When kindred Spirits ſhall at Times repair, 

The proſperous Youth ſhall caſt a pitying Eye; 
The ſlighted Virgin pour her Sorrows there: 


Enough for him, that, pointing to his Stone, 
The ſad old Man his Story ſhall relate, 

Then ſmite his Breaſt, and wiſh, with many a Groan, 
No Child of his may meet fo hard a Fate. 


— 
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Y Lovs too long depri vd of Reſt, 
(Fell Tyrant of the human Breaſt!) 

His Vaſſal long, and worn with Pain, 
Indignant, late, I fpurn'd the Chain; 
In Verſe, in Proſe, I ſung and fore 
No Charms ſhould e'er enſlave me more, 
Nor Neck, nor Hair, nor Lip, nor Eye, 
Again ſhould force one tender Sigh. 


As, taught by Heaven's informing Power, 
From every Fruit, and every Flower, 
That Nature opens to the View, 
The Bee extracts the Nectar- Dew; 
A Vagrant thus, and free to change, 
From Fair to Fair I vow'd to range, 
And part from each, without Regret, 
As pleas'd, and happy, as I met. 


＋— ef. ——_——_— 
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Then Freedom's Praiſe inſpir d my Tongue, 
With Freedom's Praiſe the Vallics rung, 
And every Night, and every Day, 
My Heart thus pour'd the enraptur'd Lay: 
My Cares are gone; my Sorrows ceaſe ; 
My Breaſt regains it's wonted Peace; 
„And Joy, and Hope, returning, prove 
* 'That Reaſon is too ſtrong for Love.” 


Such was my Boaſt—but, ah! how vain! 


How ſhort was Reaſon's vaunted Reign 


The firm Reſolve I form'd ere-while 


How weak, oppos'd to CLara's Smile! 


Chang'd is the Strain the Vallies round 
With Freedom's Praiſe no more reſound; 
But, every Night, and every Day, 

My full Heart pours the alter'd Lay, 


Offended Deity ! whoſe Power 
My Rebel Tongue but now forſwore, 
Accept my Penitence ſincere, 
My Crime forgive, and grant my Prayer! 
Let not thy Slave, condemn'd to mourn, 
With unrequited Paſſion burn; 
With Love's ſoft Thoughts her Breaſt inſpire, 
And kindle there an equal Fire! 


It is not Beauty's gaudy Flower, 
(The empty Triumph of an Hour) 
Nor practis d Wiles of female Art, | 
That now ſubdue my deſtin'd Heart; 
O no! "Tis Heaven, whoſe wondrous Hand 
A Tranſcript of itſelf hath plann'd, 
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And to each outward Grace hath join'd 
Each lovelier Feature of the Mind. 


Theſe Charms ſhall laſt, when others fly, 
When Roſes fade, and Lillies die ; 
When that dear Eye's declining Beam 
It's living Fire no more ſhall ſtream: 
Bleſt then, and happy in my Chain, 
The Song of Freedom flows in vain ; 
Nor Reaſon's harſh Reproof I fear, 
For Reaſon's ſelf is Paſſion, here. 


O dearer far than Wealth, or Fame! 
My daily Thought, my nightly Dream, 
If yet no Youth's ſacceſsful Art, e 
(Sweet Hope) hath touch'd thy gentle Heart, ” 
If yet no Swaia hath bleſs'd thy Choice, 
Indulgent hear thy Damon's Voice ; 
From Doubts, from Fears, his Boſom free; 
And bid him live——for Lovs, and THEE. 
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OD works Wonders now and REY 
Here lies a LAwrER, and an nonzer Man. 
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HIS is a mere Law-Quibble, not a Wonder: 
Here lies a Lawyzr, and——his CLiEx T under. 
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L E 44 E 8, 
PRESENTED WITH 


A „ . a 0. 


Te i  VERLY YOUNG LADY; 


Who appeared at the FANCY-BALL, at the CasTLE, in 
the Character of FLORA. 


WEET Bus, whoſe forward Bloom diſplays 
The Promiſe of a beauteous Flower, 
May no rude Blight thy Freſhneſs ſeize! 
No Worm thy tender Leaf devour ! 


Light fall the Rains upon thy Head, 
Safe be thy Beauty from the Storm, 
Till Spring's ſoft Breath thy Bloſſom ſpread, 
And May unfold thy perfect Form 


So, ſweet to ſmell, and fair to. view, 
Thy ripen'd Glow ſhall long be ſeen; 
And every Flower that drinks the Dew 


Shall bow in Homage to it's Op gx. 


ON 


THREE BEAUTIFUL SISTERS, 
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HREE Forms like theſe had Paris ſeen, 


Of old, on 14's fabled Brow, 


The lovely Preference, I ween, 
Had ſcarcely been decided now : 


For, ſure, 'twere difficult to ſay, 
On whom the envy'd Lot ſhould fall, 
When each could boaſt (as each here may) 
The blended Excellence of all. 


Yet, Truth to ſpeak, had I the Fruit, 
Leſt Rage 
I'd end at once the whole Diſpute, 
And give the Apple to Munro, * 


U 


in Siſter-Hearts ſhould glow, 


RESPONSES 


L, 


* Miſs Muxzo, another of PerfeQion's Favourites, not one of the Siſters. 


OF THE 


» 
- 


PRIEST-ESS or: APOL LO© 


JJC in OE © PP EY 


I. 
LY curious, would you know. 
What To-morrow ſhall beſtow ? 
Hark! the Delpbic Shrine replies, 
'Tis now the Minute to be wiſe : 
To Heaven's diſpoſing Care reſign'd, 
Grave this Leſſon on thy Mind: 


Employ aright the rx ES Hour; 
To-morrow is beyond thy Power. 


II. 


HILE Pieaſure s gay deluſi ve Train 
Attends thy Life's unfolding Spring, 

While Flattery pours the welcome Strain, 
And Love diſplays his gilded Wing; 


What 
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What Youth' (you aſk the Pythia's Art) 
Shall next the ſoothing Tale ſupply ? 

What ſlighted Maid, with grief-ſwoln Heart, 
shall curſe the Triumphs of your Eye? 


Enquire no more To other Cares 

Attend From Earth thy Thoughts ſublime: 
Winter ſteals on; nor Beauty's Prayers 

Avail to ſtay the Spoiler Time. 


Forſaken, then, by Pleafure's Train, 
The yellow Leaf ſhall cloud thy Spring: 

Truth then ſhall pour th unwelcome Strain, 
And Love for Flight expand his Wing, 


If, led by Vanity, or Pride, | 
In Folly's Maze you wildly ſtray, 
What Hand thy parting Steps ſhall guide ? 
What Joy ſhall gild thy cloſing Day ? 


Then think betimes——Obey the God 
To Vir Tus turn thy adoring Eyes; 
She points through Life the unerring Road, 
And marks thy Paſſage to the Skies. 


U 2 III. 


2 My May of Life 
Is fallen into the Sear, the yellow Leaf. SHAKESPEARE, 
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III. 


HE general Queſtion of the Day, 
Shall the Commons meet in May ? 
* Broghill, who peeps behind the Curtain, 
Smiles, and tells ye, © Yes, for certain.” 
* Syndercombe, at leaſt as wiſe, 
Frowns, and ſwears, © The Raſcal lies. 
The Delphic God (but not on Oath) 
Agrees with neither, yet with both ; 
| And, like King Phys in Sheffield's Play, 
At once pronounces, Ay, and Nay. 
Mortals, revere the myſtic Rhyme, 
Nor think Apollo deals in Fiction 
+ Events yet in the Womb of Time 
; Muſt ſolve the preſent Contradiction. 
. Further ſeek not to explore; 
| Townſbend's ſelf can tell no more. 


STANZAS, 


* Broghill, and Syndercombe.) Two Writers, under theſe Signatures, who publiſhed Letters in 
The Freeman's Journal ; the former, in Defence of, and the latter, in Oppoſition to, Admi- 
niſtration. 


+ Events yet in, &c.] A Phraſe made uſe of, by a certain great Perſon, on an Application 
relating to the Meeting of P-—ment, to which the above alludes. 
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WRITTEN 


On a blank Leaf of WE B B's Beauties of Poetry, Painting, &c. 


PRESENTED 10 


The Right Hon. Lady ELIZABETH BIRMINGHAM. 


O cultivate the Arts inclin'd, 
Their Beauties ſxill'd to trace, 
Beſpeaks a liberal poliſh'd Mind; 
Exiſts not in the baſe. 


Peruſing Shakeſpear's lofty Thought, 
Or what a Raphael drew, 

By ſomething Heavenly are we caught, 
And learn to be ſo too. 


Alike, when Handels magic Strains 
The liſtening Soul invite, 

Delight in every Boſom reigns, 
And Virtue with Delight. 


This, We Bs in every Page diſplays, 
Himſelf the living Teſt 

And, rendering others ample Praiſe, 
His own ſtands forth confeſs'd. 


*U3 By 
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By thee, ELI z A, all are lov'd; 

By thee in Practice grac'd ; 
Thy noble Mind by all improv'd, 

In Virtue, Judgement, Taſte. 


To Greatneſs born, and form'd to ſhine, 
Be till the Arts thy Care; 

Nor let meck Induſtry repine, 
Nor modeſt Worth deſpair. 


Deſert ſhall raiſe her grateful Head, 
To hail thy wiſh'd Approach ; 

And Orphans' Bleſſings, round thee ſpread, 
Drive Envy from thy Coach. 


Nor let the Widow's aſking Tear, 
In vain, aſſail thine Eye; 

For Heaven reſpects the Widow's Prayer. 
Repays the kind Supply. 


Secure I plead, nor doubt Succeſs , 
Thy Fame my great Concern ; 
For, where the Leſſon is, to bleſs, 
I know thee apt to learn, 


Swift, on the Wings of radiant Truth, 
Abroad thy Merit flies; 

Thy Praiſe, ſweet Maid, fills every Mouth; 
Thy Charms engage all Eyes. 


And honeſt Pride dilates my Heart, 
While Plaudits crown thy Name; 
My Boaſt, all Goodneſs as thou art, 
I blew the glorious Flame. 


WaTERSTOWN, Tueſday, Dec. 25th, 1990. 


THE 
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L A T' 
WITH 4 


R E C E IPT for making P U N C H. 
re - 


NE BoTTLE or ArRacx, the laſt of my Store, 
(For your Sake, and mine, I could with it were more) 
From the Cave, where quite bury'd in Saw-duſt it lay, 
Reſtor'd once again to the Light of the Day, 
To the Friends of the Muſe, whoſe benevolent Care 
Our Labours rewards with a Plumb, or a Pear, 
The Poet preſents—and, leſt you miſtake it, 
He ſends you, moreover, Inſtructions to make it— 
As the Bottle is big, and the Liquor is rough, 
Four Lemons, I doubt, will be little enough : 
For Sugar, you know it depends upon Taſte ; 
But 'twill take, in my Mind, Half a Pound at the leaſt: 
Let your Water be boil'd ; and, when it is cool, 
Pour in juſt two Qyarts—an infallible Rule 
Then ſtir it three Times; the Buſineſs is done. 
(If you have not a Ladle, make uſe of a Spoon) 
Fill your Glaſſes all round; and—you know what ſhould follow 
Long Life, and good Health to the Sons of Apollo / 


A une 
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A une J:zunet DEmMoOrIsSELLE. 


EUVANT du Vin Bourgogne, 
Et voyant tes beaux Veux, 
L' Amour devient yvrogne, 
Et Bacchus amoureux. 


Ad Amicamn. 


Dum tecum Cyathos, dum jungimus Oſcula tecum, 
Gaudet Amor Vino, Bacchus Amore calet. 


To a Lapr. 


While briſk Champagne, and thoſe bright Eyes, 
By Turns my Joys improve; 

Love, changing Sides, the Bumper plies, 
And Baccnus glows with Love. 


Another. 


While thro' my Veins briſk Claret flows, 
And I behold thoſe Eyes, 

Coerp an arrant Drunkard grows, 
And Baccuvs love-ſick lies. 


c HOI G ͤ — 


To G. H. Ess; 


HENE'ER, my Friend, you chance to find 
A Female who attracts your Mind, 
Your Choice awhile ſuſpend ; 
Examine nicely firſt her Heart, 
If incorrupt, if free from Art ; 
To that, be ſure, attend: 


For Beauty ſoon familiar grows, 
Or fades, as hourly fades the Roſe, 
Frail Tenant of Decay ! 
But Virtue, Life's extremeſt Length, 
Improving, ſhines, and grows in Strength, 
With each ſucceeding Day. 


This is the Beauty worth your Care, 

And not the Check, the Lip, the Hair, 
The Eye, the Teeth, the Mien; 

If no Deformity diſgrace, 

You 'll ſoon think that a lovely Face, 
Where Truth, and Honour reign. 
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Be then the Purpoſe of her Heart, 
Whom of yourſelf you 'd make a Part, 
Confirm'd and well inform'd 
In all Things moral, and divine; 
The Virtues more attractive ſhine, 
By true Devotion warm'd. 


Thoſe Virtues ſtill have leaſt Allay, 

And beſt will bear the ſtrict Aſſay, 
That on Religion grow : 

Others to Fear, or Intereſt, yield, 


Or ſhrink, or meanly quit the Field, 


When Storms of Paſſion blow. 


Let no vain ſuperſtitious Fears 
Create imaginary Cares ; 

For thoſe, who mean the beſt, 
Who ve only honeſt Ends in View, 
Will carefully thoſe Ends purſue, 

And leave to Heaven the Reft. 


If Gratitude her Boſom ſwell ; 

If there, kind generous Pity dwell, 
Meekneſs, and manly Senſe; 

If no Deſire for Dreſs, or Play, 

Can lead her ſteady Heart away, 
Fear not her Innocence. 


Fair Virtue, Honour, Candour, Truth, 

Alone maintain the Charms of Youth 
Through every Stage of Life: 

Theſe with new Luſtre ever glow, 

And, every Day, new Charms beſtow 
Upon the Friend the Wi rr. 
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Thoſe light the Lamp of pure Defire, 
Theſe fan the clear celeſtial Fire, 
Bright Flame of laſting Love ; 
While praQtis'd Looks, and Airs and Smiles, 
And Art, that thoughtleſs Men beguiles, 
But Flaſhes —— Meteors prove. 


THE 


B 1 OP PARADISE. 


A BB 1 IU 


To Myra's Cheek, or Stella's Eye, | \ 
Their amorous Sonnets pen ; | 
Unpractis'd in the Arts of Verſe, 
In ſimple Strain let me rehearſe 


The Praiſe of MoLLy HzxNN. 


It was, alas! the firſt of May 
(I never ſhall forget the Day) 
I ſaw her firſt; and, then, 
Such modeſt Worth, ſuch winning Eaſe— 
I could do nothing elſe but gaze 
On lovely MoLLy Hens. 


X 2 


Whiter 
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Whiter her Skin than Mountain Snow); 
Her Eyes are black as any Sloe; 

Her Lips are red but when, 
O when ſhe opes thoſe Lips to ſpeak, 
The Smile of Hebe's dimpled Cheek 


Is ſeen in MoLLy Henx ! 


An hundred Times I vow'd, I ſwore 

An hundred Oaths, I'm ſure, and more, 
And I would ſwear again, 

That, ſhould I live to Neſtor's Age, 

No Charms ſhould e er my Heart engage, 

But thoſe of MoLLy Henn. 


To prove the Truth of what I ſay, 
If any one ſhould doubt, I'll lay 

An hundred Pounds to ten, 
In none of all the Sex he Il find 
A fairer Face, or better Mind, 

Than thoſe of Mou.Ly Henx 


Nay more, though ſome may think I lie, 
II ſwear (and let who will deny, 
Poor, unbelieving Men !) 
An Eden blooms where e&'er ſhe treads, 
And * PaRADIsE its Fragrance ſheds 
Round lovely Moll HENN. 


* The Place of Miſs Hrxx's Refiderce was called Furadiſe. 


SYLVIA: 
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A CHARACTER 
IssxcxiBe To Miss MONT GOM E R X. 


OR every Station of a Woman fit, 

SYLV1a has Spirit, ſparkling Eyes, and Wit: 

Nor let her Want of Stature raiſe a Strife ; . 
In leſs of Matter there is more of Life. 

Thus, Diamonds, leſſen'd into Brilliants, riſe, 
And gain in Luſtre, what they loſe in Size. 
Once, we muſt own, deluded by the Throng, 
She lean'd to Folly ; but ſhe lean'd not long : 
Prancing, and pert, ſhe bounc'd.into the World; 

She talk'd, ſhe titter'd, toſs'd the Head, and curl'd ;. 
By Nature lively, ſhe grew wild by Art; 

(+ For, ſure, it was ſo pretty to be ſmart:) 

But, ſoon recovering, fluſh'd with Mirth, and Youth, 
Contented ſhe came Home to Senſe, and Truth; 

Of every foreign, idle Grace diſarm d, 

She grew herſelf; ſhe reaſon'd, and ſhe charm'd: 

Yet, though ſhe reaſons, ſhe can trifle ſtill, 

With equal Spirit, and ſuperior Skill; 

Though with ſome Change of Manners, and of Stiles; 
(For Folly laughs, but Wiſdom only ſmiles) 

The Pertneſs fled, the Sprightlineſs remains; 

She, then, diverted ; now, ſhe entertains ; 
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Not at her Neighbours', but her own Expence, 
With lively Humour, and with eaſy Senſe ; 
With nice Reflections on her preſent caſt, 
Or graceful Cenſures on her Follies pa/7. 
Shy to decide, though ready to diſcern, 
Fond to improve, and not aſham'd to learn, 
For Reaſon, with the Charms of Fancy grac'd, 
She feels a Reliſh, and ſhe ſhews a Taſte: 
Her Life, by Principles, and Truth, ſhe ſteers ; 
Not turn'd by every Whiſtle that ſhe hears, 
Like Half the Sex, from Matrons down to Girls, 
With Eyes that twinkle, and an Head that twirls, 
With Soul and Body ever in a Dance, | 
The Slave of Faſhion, or the Sport of Chance; 
Now, light, and giddy ; now, demure, and prim ; 
All Pride, and Paſſion, Prejudice, and Whim : 
Her Heart, ſtill regularly taught to beat, 
Is warm with Nature's, not with Paſſion's Heat; 
With her own Sorrows apt to ſwell, or flow 
With generous Softneſs for another's Woe, 
Which Friendſhip, Piety, Compaſſion move, 
And every tender Sentiment, but Love: 
Vet Love may get Admittance, too, but flow ; 
As yet a Stranger, only, not a Foe: 
Her Heart is to be won ; but, at her Price, 
And is not ſo inſenſible, as nice. 
Thus, every Virtue ſhining in its Place, 
And, every Virtue follow'd by a Grace, 
She claims our Praiſes. Are our Praiſes due? 
The Picture charms us is the Picture true? 
All Poets rant; their Fancy is their Law; 
They colour brightly what they falſely draw : 
Or, grant that one in twenty ſpeaks his Mind, 
He may not flatter; but, he may be blind: 
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Some praiſe with Art, that cannot judge with Skill; 
And many flouriſh well, who reafon ill. 

SYLvIia, your Worth the Writer's Fame enſures :. 
He drew the Picture; make that Picture your's : 
Shew to the Women, how their Glories ſink ; 

Shew to the Men, that Women dare to think; 

Till all confeſs, diſcovering whom I paint, 

The Image faithful, though the Copy faint. 


E L EGI R as A. 


To the MEtMory of. 


A YOUNG G ENTLEM AN 


Who pip in the NINETEENTH. YEAR of his Age. 


HINE Eyes, dear YouTH, are clos'd in Night; 
Thy Thread, alas! is ſpun 
Cut off, at once, from Life, and Light, 
Ere Half thy Sands were run! 


How ſhort the Date of human Things! 
How tranſient are the Joys! 

The Flower, that in the Morning ſprings, 
The Evening Blaſt deſtroys! 


See where, abſorb'd in ſilent Grief, 

The childleſs Mother ſtands ! 
Some pitying Angel bring Relief, 

And hold her frantic Hands. 


o loſt 
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O loſt too ſoon, lamented Shade 
Juſt opening into Man, 

While Cuſtom rul'd, and Paſſion ſway d, 
Ere Reaſon's Power began 


| Yet,—-—let me here the Word recall, 
| | | Theſe raſh Repinings ſhun —— 
Twas Heaven's high Will decreed his Fall; 
And let Heaven's Will be done 


| Let all, who lov'd his Worth, his Truth, 
| Remember them with Groans! 
And all the Frailties of his Youth 

Be buried with his Bones! 


13 N E 8, 


, —— — Seer. — 


PRESENTED 


To a YOUNG LADY, with a SILVER THIMBLE. 


DAME the Abbey's Tombs contain, 
By Puncture of a Needle ſlain. - 

Leſt thee fo dire a Fate betide, 

Tars ARMouR, Nancy, I provide: 

Nor wonder, that ſo ſmall a Cauſe 

Should open Death's devouring Jaws ; 

The Wound, my Heart receiv'd from 11 851 

Is full as ſmall, * too. 


r „„ „ ͤœ — ͤ — —Bv 2 — * — — — 35 * 
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THE 
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CHOICE O HUS BAN D. 
WRITTEN 


Bs « YO UT LAa.dY 


Inscx18:z» To. Miss C O O E R. 


OU aſk, if the Thing to my Choice were ſubmitted, 
You aſk how I'd wiſh in a Man to be fitted? 
I'll anſwer you freely, but beg you to mind him"; 
Your Friendſhip, perhaps, may aſſiſt me to find him. 


His Age, and Condition ſhall firſt be conſider d 
The Roſe on his Cheek ſhould be blown, but not wither'd ; 
He ſhould be, then—but, hark ye! a Word in your Ear, 
Don't you think Five-and-twenty would fit to a Hair ? 


His Fortune, from Debts and Incumbrances clear, 
Unſaddled with Jointures, a Thouſand a Lear: 


Though, to ſhew you, at once, my good Senſe, and good Nature, 
I'd not quarrel much, ſhould it chance to be greater. | | 


* e | The 
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The Qualities, next, of his Heart, and his Head 
Good- natur d, and friendly, ſincere, and well-bred ; 
With Wit, when he pleas d, on all Subjects to ſhine, 
And Senſe, not too great to ſet Value on mine: 


His Learning, and Judgement, ſhou'd ſeldom appear; 
And his Courage be ſhewn, but when Danger is near; 
With an Eye, that can melt at another Man's Woe; 
A Heart, to forgive; and a Hand, to beſtow. 


No Coxcomb who boaſts of his Knowlege, or Arts; 
Nor ſtiff with his Learning, nor proud of his Parts; 
No dull, ſolemn Blockhead, who d fain be thought wiſe; 
For, a Fool I deteſt, and a Fop I deſpiſe. 


Thus I ve try'd to mark out, in theſe whimſteal Lays, 
The Partner I wiſh for the Reſt of my Days: 
Go find out the Lad that is form'd to my Plan ; 
And, HN I will marry——1 mean if I can. | 


But, if it ſhould chance—there's a Proverb, you know, 
That Marriage, and Hanging, by Deſtiny go— 
Should it happen that Fate has ſome other in Store, 
The Reverſe of the Picture I gave you before, 


Should I chance to be curſt with a Fop, or a Fool, 
Too perverſe to be rul'd, yet too filly to rule, 
What, then, could be done ?—Without fighting, or arguing, 
I think I would een make the beſt of my Bargain: | 
I'd fit down content with the Lot that was mine, 
And, though I might ſmart, yet I would not repine.— 


You may laugh, if you pleaſe: But I'll ſwear that I would 


Do all I have told you! mean if I cquld. 


3" 


H 


9 AN D 99 


To Miſs R at CnanneLi-Row. 


NOW aLii—l ſpeak it to my Coſt— 
Laſt Wedneſday Night a Hz ar T was loſt; 
And—but I hope it is not ſo— | 

I hear the Thief 's in Gannel- Nom: 

As many more may chance to ſtray, 

And take the ſame clandeſtine Way, 

To prove my own, beyond a Doubt, 

I'll give you Marks to find it out. 


A Hzarr it is of ſuch a Kind, 
Another ſuch 'twere hard to find ! 
A faithful, fooliſh Thing, I vow, 
That never ſtray d away till now; 
There, Honour holds her ſpotleſs Throne, 
And Truth hath mark d it for her own: 
If sc a HART amongſt you be, 
The Toy, indeed, belongs to me. 


O res! Whichever of the Tribe 
nan 
2 
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And ſends it back, before tis dark, 
To-morrow Evening, to the * Park, 
Secure, and whole, and free from Chains, 

Shall be rewarded for her Pains; — 
But, ſhould ſhe chuſe to keep it ſtill, 
(As, who can gueſs a Woman's Will ?) 


The Owner hopes ſhe Il have the Grace 
To ſend another in its Place. 


A 


SECOND. PROCLAMATA ON. 


To Miſs M. M. at CuanNEL-Row. 


HERE AS poor, giddy, thoughtleſs Elf, 
Too innocent, alas! myſel 
[ To guard againſt another's Art 
Laſt Wedneſday Night I laſt my HR ART; 
And thinking (though, I fear, in vain) 
To get the Trifle back again, 
got a Letter fairly penn'd, 
And ſent to one I thought a Friend; 
Offering, of my own free Accord, 
Not only Pardon, but Reward : 
But ſhe, without or Rhyme, or Reaſon, 
(Which ſpeaks her Party in the Treaſon) 


| | * The College Park. 
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Has, leſt the Theft ſhould come to Light, 
Suppreſs'd wy PROCLAMATION 4 conf 


W of * Friends inſiſt, | 
And they were preſent when twas miſg'd, © - 
(I ſpeak with equal Shame and Grief ) 
That M— M — is the TIE ne ne: 


Laſt Thurſday Morn: tix to: en * g 


(A heavy Hour, God knows, to me) 

One Friend aſſures me, he can ſwear - 

He ſaw it with her in the Chair : 

Another, who, at firſt, was loth, 

Has offer'd to depoſe on Oath; 

That, ere ſhe left the Room above, 

He ſaw her hide it in her Glove: 

A third. is ready to proteſt, 

(Thou gh not ſo 8 as the Reſt) 

That, Friday Evening, in the Way 
Between Ringsend, and Aſton x Quay, - "ry 
He ſaw it fluttering neath her Coat, 

As he fat by her in the Boat 


Now, notwithſtanding L can ſhew, 
As clear as Day, that Things are ſo; 
Although, by Men of Truth and Honour, 
The Fact is fairly prov'd upon her, 
In every Circumſtance fo plain, 
That, to deny it, would be vain ; 
If ſhe ſubmits herſelf in Time, 
And prays Forgiveneſs of her Crime, 
Gn this Condition, I once more 
Repeat the Offer made before : 


1 — 4 VO — 
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But, if before To- morrow Morning, 
Neglecting this my sc WarnixG, 
She neither will the Toy reſign, © 
Nor ſend her own inſtead of mine; 

If with her Theft ſne will not part; 
But ſtill perſiſts to keep the HxAx TN; 
In ſuch a Caſe—the Law is clear, 

As by the Records may appear, 
Conſult them all, you 'll find it true— 
She c'en muſt take the Body too. 


Is ANSWER To rut FOREGOING. » 


REAS—about the Hour of Three, 
This Afternoon, was brought to me 
A Proclamation, ſetting forth, 257 

That a ſmall Bauble, little worth, 

A Heazr, I think, was ſtolen, or ſtray d, 
Loſt, or ſome other how miſlaid ; 

With ſome Inſinuation, too, & 
That ME the Thief ſome People knew: 


Now, BY THEsE PRESENTS, I declare— 
And, if it be requir'd, I'll frrear— - 

That such a HRAR I never ſtole, ' 

As is deſcribed in that Scroll; 

Thouſands I have in my Poſſeſſion, 


Tis true; but few are of that Faſhion, of 


* The ſame Evening, the ſuppoſed Author of the two former Pieces received the above, 
written in a fair Italian Hand. 


(/ 169: ) 


Of which, in 's Proclamation he 
Declares the HzarT he vos T to be. 


Laſt Week, indeed, I can't tell how, 
There follow'd me to anne Rom 
A HART, I know not whence it came, 
Nor will it tell its Owner's Name; 
It is a rattling, fooliſh "Thing; 
Does Nothing elſe, but rhyme, and ſing: 
If 'tis for Ts the Hun nun's rais'd; - 
To give it up, I'll be well pleas d; 
Nor ſhall I ſorry be at parting 
With 8vca a HART, while my Name s Martin. 


T T 
H A 3.28 r 


InscrIBED To Mises BOY D 


LLAS, and Vzxvus, long at Strife, 
For once, in Friendſhip join'd; 

One undertook to draw a Face ; 

And one, to form a Mind: 


Around, with Pencils in their Hands, 
The Loves, and Graces wait, 

Pencils in heavenly Colours dipp'd, 
To render all compleat. 


PAaLLAS 


a. — — es re — 
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PALLas, with an attentive View, 
All Nature's Stores —9 ofy ; 

Selecting, only, ſuch as Bards - | 
Give to the e Maid. 


- | 1 
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That might with Angels vie; 
Which Venus temper'd into Form, - & 
And painted in the Eye: jos + | 


The Eye, that Orb of Light, which ſhews 
The Features of the Mind, ” 


Diſtinct, as faithful Mirrours yield 


The Forms of human Kind. 


The finiſh'd Piece before them lay; 

Each view d the curious Frame: 
Then ſaid, Go forth, thou Work divine; 
Arernza be thy Name: 


Go forth, thou Pattern of the Fair, 
Thou Love of Gods, and Men; 
Be thine, to charm the World below ; 
* And viſit us n 


This ſaid, uproſe the living hs, 
In all its Parts refin'd 
Vexvus gave Beauty to the Face; 

And PaLLas, to the Min. 


Soon ſhone the Soul, an Bfſence pute, J r 26951 


TWO 


* ALETHEA, &c.] Poetice: We have it on the Authority of Homer, and all the great An- 
Cients, that ſuperior Natures were known in Heaven, and amongſt Mortals, by different 


Names. 
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Two LOVE Unis 


Argelitanas mavis habitare Tabernas, 

Cum tibi, parve Liber, Scrinia noſtra vacent. 
Neſcis, heu-! neſcis Dominæ Faſtidia Rome : 

Crede mibi, nimium martia Turba ſapit. 
ZEtherias, laſcive, cupis volitare per Auras: 

I. fuge; ſed poteras tutior offe Dons 


MARTIAL. 


El. F J. 


; IS Night, dead Night ; and o'er the Plain 
Darkneſs extends her ebon Ray, 
While wide along the gloomy Scene 
Deep Silence holds her ſolemn Sway: 


Throughout the Earth no chearful Beam 
The melancholic Eye ſurveys, 
Save where the Worm's fantaſtic Gleam 


The 'nighted Traveller betrays ; 
Z 
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The ſavage Race (fo Heaven decrees) 
No longer through the Foreſt rove , 
All Nature reſts, and not a Breeze 
- Diſfturbs the Stillneſs of the Grove: 


All Nature reſts; in Sleep's ſoft Arms 
The Village Swain forgets his Care : 
Sleep, that the Sting of Sorrow charms, 
And heals all Sadneſs, but Deſpair: 


Deſpair; alone, her Power denies ; 

And, when the Sun withdraws his Rays, 
To the wild Beach, diſtracted, flies, 
Or, chearleſs, through the Deſart ſtrays. 


Or, to the Church-yard's Horrors led, 
While fearful Echoes burſt around, 

On ſome cold Stone he leans his Head, 
Or throws his Body on the Ground. 


To ſome ſuch drear and ſolemn Scene, 
Some friendly Power direct my Way, 

Where pale Misfortune's haggard Train, 
Sad Luxury! delight to ſtray : 


Wrapp'd in the folitary Gloom, 
Retir'd from Life's fantaſtic Crew, 

Reſign'd, I'll wait my final Doom, 
And bid the buſy World adieu. 


The World has, now, no Joy for me; 
Nor can Life now one Pleaſure boaſt ; 
Since all my Eyes defir'd to ſee, 


My Wiſh, my Hope, my All, is loft ; 


( 


Since 848, ſo form'd to pleaſe, and bleſs, 
So wiſe, ſo innocent, ſo fair, 

Whoſe Converſe ſweet made Sorrow leſs, 
And brighten'd all the Gloom of Care, 


Since $HE is loſt :!——Ye Powers divine 
What have I done, 'or thought, or ſaid? 
O ſay! what horrid Act of mine, 


Has drawn this Vengeance on my Head ? 
Why ſhould Heaven favour Lycon's Claim? © 


Why are my Heart's beſt Wiſhes croſt ? 
What fairer Deeds adorn his Name? 
What nobler Merit can he boaſt ? 


What higher Worth in him was found, 
My true Heart's Service to outweigh ? 
A ſenſeleſs Fop -a dull Compound 
Of ſcarcely animated Clay! 


He dreſs'd, indeed, he danc'd with Eaſe, 
And charm'd her, by repeating o'er 

Unmeaning Raptures in her Praiſe, 
That twenty Fools had faid before: 


But I, alas! who thought all Art 

My Paſſion's Force would meanly prove, 
Could only boaſt an honeſt Heart, 

And claim'd no Merit but my Love. 


Have I not ſate—Ye conſcious Hours 
Be Witneſs—-while my STELLA ſung, 
From Morn to Eve, with all my Powers 
Rapt in the Enchantment of her Tongue! 
Z 2 
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Ye 
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Ye conſcious Hours, that ſaw me ftand, 
Entranc'd in Wonder, and 

In ſilent Rapture preſs her Hand, 
With Paſſion burſting from my Eyes, 


Have I not lov'd ?!——O Earth, and Heaven! 
Where, now, is all my youthful Boaſt ? 

'The dear Exchange I hop'd was given 
W and Fortune loſt! 


Where, now, the Joys that once were mine t 
Where all my Hopes of future Bliſs? 
Muſt I thoſe Joys, theſe Hopes reſign ? 
Is all her Friendfhip- come to this? 


Muſt, then, each Woman faithleſs prove; 
And each fond Lover be undone? 

Are Vows no more!——Almighty Lovs! 
The ſad Remembrance let me fhun ! 


It will not be my honeſt Heart 
The dear, fad Image ſtill retains , 

And, ſpight of Reaſon, ſpight of Art, 
The dreadful Memory remains. 


Ye Powers divine, whoſe wonderous Skill 
Deep in the Womb of Time can ſee, 
Behold, I bend me to your Will, 
Nor dare arraiga your high Decree! 


Let her be bleſs'd with Health, with. Eaſe, 
With all your Bounty has in Store; 
Let Sorrow cloud my future Days, 
Be STELLA bleſs' dil aſk no more. 


| ( 173) 


But lo! where, high in yonder Eaſt, _ 
The Star of Morning mounts apace | 
Hence let me fly the unwelcome Gueſt, 
And bid the Muſe's Labour ceaſe, 


HEN, young, Life's. Journey I began, 
The glittering Proſpect charm d my Eyes, 
I ſaw along the extended Plan 
Joy after Joy ſucceſſive riſe: 


And Fame her golden Trumpet blew; 
And Power diſplay' d her gorgeous Charms; 


And Wealth engag d my wandering View; 
And Pleaſure woo'd me to her Arms: 


To each, by Turns, my Vows I paid, 
As Folly led me to admire; 


While Fancy magnify d each Shade ; | 
And Hope increas d each fond Deſire. 
But, ſoon, I found 'twas all a Dream; 
And learn'd the fond Purſuit to ſhan, 


Where few can reach their purpos d Aim, 
And thouſands, daily, are undone : 
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And Fame, I found, was empty Air ; 
And Wealth had Terror for her Gueſt; 
And Pleaſure's Path was ſtrewn with Care; 
And Power was Vanity at beſt. 


Tir'd of the Chace, I gave it o'er; 
And, in a far ſequeſter'd Shade, 
To Contemplation's ſober Power 
My Youth's next Services I paid. 


There Health and Peace adorn'd the Scene; 
And oft, indulgent to my Prayer, 

With mirthful Eye, and frolic Mien, 

The Muſe would deign to viſit there : 


There would ſhe oft, delighted, rove 
The flower-enamell'd Vale along; 

Or wander with me through the Grove, 
And liſten to the Wood-lark's Song; 


Or, mid the Foreſt's awful Gloom, 

Whilſt wild Amazement fill'd my Eyes, 
Recal paſt Ages from the Tomb, 

And bid ideal Worlds ariſe. 


Thus, in the Muſe's Favour bleſt, 
One Wiſh alone my Soul could frame, 
And Heaven beſtow'd, to crown the Reſt, 
A Friend, and Thy was his Name. 


For manly Conſtancy, and Truth, 
And Worth, unconſcious of a Stain, 
He bloom'd, the Flower of Britain's Youth, 
The Boaſt and Wonder of the Plain. 


Still, 
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Still, with our Years, our Friendſhip grew ; 
No Cares did then my Peace deſtroy ; 

Time brought new Bleſſings, as he flew; 
And every Hour was wing d with Joy: 


But ſoon the bliſsful Scene was loſt ; 
Soon did the ſad Reverſe appear ; 

Loves came, like an untimely Froſt, 
To blaſt the Promiſe of my Year. 


I faw young Darane's Angel Form, 
(Fool that I was, I bleſs'd the Smart) 
And, while I gaz'd, nor thought of Harm, 
The dear Infection ſeiz'd my Heart: 


She was—at leaſt in Damon's Eyes— 
Made up of Lovelineſs, and Grace ;. 
Her Heart a Stranger to Diſguiſe ; 
Her Mind as perfect as her Face: 


To hear her ſpeak, to ſee her move;. 
(Unhappy I, alas! the While) 

Her Voice was Joy, her Look was Love, 
And Heaven was open in her Smile ! 


She heard me breathe my amorous Prayers, 
| She liſten'd to the tender Strain, 
She heard my Sighs, ſhe ſaw my Tears, 


And ſeem'd, at length, to ſhare my Pain: 


She ſaid ſhe lov'd—and I, poor Youth! 
(How ſoon, alas! can Hope perſuade!). 

Thought all ſhe ſaid no more than Truth, 
And all my Love was well repaid. 
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In Joys unknown to Courts, or Kings, 
With her I fate the live-long Day, 

And ſaid, and look d ſuch tender Things, 
As none beſide could look, or ſay! 


How ſoon can Fortune ſhift the Scene, 
And all our earthly Bliſs deſtroy ?f— 

Care hovers round, and Grief's fell Train 
Still treads upon the Heels of Joy. 


My Age's Hope, my Youth's beſt Boaſt, 
My Soul's chief Bleffing, and my Pride, 
In one ſad Moment, all were loſt ; 
And Darnns chang'd ; and rac dy'd. 


O, who, that heard her Vows ere-while, 
Could dream theſe Vows were inſincere ? 

Or, who could think, that ſaw her ſmile, 
That Fraud could find Admittance there ? 


Yet, ſhe was falſe!—my Heart will break! 
Her Frauds, her Perjuries were ſuch — 

Some other Tongue than mine muſt ſpeak-— 
I have not Power to ſay how much! 


Ye Swains, hence warn'd, avoid the Bait; 
O ſhun her Paths, the Traitreſs ſhun ! 

Her Voice is Death, her Smile is Fate, 
Who hears, or ſees her, is undone. 


And, when Death's Hand ſhall cloſe my Eye, 
(For ſoon, I know, the Day will come) 
O chear my Spirit with a Sigh ; 
And grave theſe Lines upon my Tomb. 


- THE 
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ONSIGN'D to Duſt, beneath this Stone, 
In Manhood's Prime, is Damon laid; 
Joyleſs he liv'd, and dy'd unknown 
In bleak Misfortune's barren Shade. 


Lov'd by the Muſe, but loy'd in vain—— 
Twas Beauty drew his Ruin on; 

He ſaw young Darans on the Plain; 
He lov'd, believ'd, and was undone : 


His Heart then ſunk beneath the Storm, 
(Sad Meed of unexampled Truth) 

And Sorrow, like an envious Worm, 
Devour'd the Bloſſom of his Youth. 


Beneath this Stone the Youth is laid 
O greet his Aſhes with a Tear! 

May Heaven with Bleſſings crown his Shade, 
And grant that Peace he wanted here! 


STANZAS, 


1 
o 


| 
I; 
1 
1:3 
1 
J 
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To 


— 


8, 


—, with the FOREGOING ELEGIES. 


O rod permit the lowly Muſe 
This Offering at your Feet to lay, 


Her Flight with Ardour ſhe renews, 


Nor heeds the Perils of the Way: 


If, in the Poet's artleſs Lays, 
Late warbled in his native Grove, 
You find, perchance, one Line to praiſe, 
Or ſhould one Sentiment approve ; 


Let Critics babble, o'er and o'er, 
Of Figures falſe, and Accent wrong, 
Bleſt in Tay Smile, he aſks no more 
There muſt be Merit in the Song. 


But, when of Epitaph, and Worm, 
Of Death, and Tombs, the Bard doth rave, 
You 'll aſk, How 'ſcap'd he from the Storm? 
What Power hath ſnatch'd him from the G1ave ? 


The Muſe the Secret will impart; 
(For what avails it to diſguiſe?) 

A Speck he ſaw in Daenxe's Heart, 
That dimm'd the Luſtre of her Eyes. 


' But, 
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But, had the Maid rur Power poſſeſs d, 

To bind and ſtrengthen Beauty's Charm ; 
The Virtues glowing in THY Breaſt; 
The Graces breathing in Tay Form : 


Of Manners gentle, and ſincere, 
_ _ _ Had DaraxE been what 
And had Misfortune's Stroke ſevere | 

Then robb'd him of the promis'd Bliſs, 


Too big for Words, the deep Diſtreſs 

Had quickly ſtopp'd the Poet's Tongue : 
O'er- borne by Paſſion's wild Excels, 

His Heart had ſunk, unwept, unſung. 


The Youth, too ſure, had dy'd unknown ; 
No Lover's Sigh his Shade had bleſs d; 
No rude Memorial on his Stone 
Had mark d his Aſhes from the Reſt , 


Unleſs, perchance, with one kind 'Tear, 
I be pitying Maid his Fate ſhould mourn, 
And bid ſome happier Servant's Care 

To throw a Laurel on his Urn. 


is, 
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I CH IIS TIX 


Written upon one of the TUBS* in HAM WALKS. 


ARK was the Sky with many a Cloud, 
The fearful Lightnings flaſh'd around, 
Low to the Blaſt the Foref bow'd, 
| And bellowing Thunders rock'd the Ground; 


Faſt fell the Rains upon my Head, 

And weak, and weary were my Feet, 
When lo! this hoſpitable Shed, 

At length ſupply'd a kind Retreat. 


That, in fair Memory's faithful Page, 
The Bard's Eſcape may flouriſh long, 

Yet ſhuddering from the Tempeſt's Rage, 
He dedicates the votive Song, 


For ever ſacred be the Earth 

From whence the Tree its Vigour drew ! 
The Hour that gave the Seedling Birth! 

The Foreſt where the Scyon grew ! 


Long honour'd may his Aſhes reſt, 
Who firſt the tender Shoot did rear! 
Bleſt be his Name! but doubly bleſt 
The friendly Hand that plac'd it here! 


O ne'er 


Two Seats in Hum Walks, near Richmond, in Surry, called Tus, from their F crm, 
which ceſembles an Hogſhead ſpli i in two. 
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O ne'er may War, or Wind, or Wave, 
This pleaſurable Scene deform ; 

But Time till ſpare the Seat, which gave 
The Poet Shelter from the Storm 


INS G R GTO NS 


INTENDED FOR THE 


MONUMENT or THOMAS PRIOR, Esg; 


J. 


ORM D by the Hand of Heaven, with vaſt Deſign, 
To ſhew Mortality almoſt divine, 

An Eye to ſee the fad, the deep Diftreſs, 

An Heart to pity, and a Hand to bleſs, 

A Soul ſincere, a Bounty unconfin'd, 

The Friend to Virtue, Friend to Human-kind ; 

Such PRIOR was!——Ye, whom or Fate profound, 

Or Chance, direQs to tread this hallow'd Ground, 

If Virtue claims ReſpeR, ſtop, ſtop, and mourn, 

And ſtrew freſh Garlands o'er his honour'd Urn; 

Still let his Name your grateful Boſoms charm, 

His Deeds with glorious Emulation warm ; 

So kindred Worth once more may grace the Page, 

And other Pxroxs bleſs another Age! 


; II. 
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IL 


» Whoever thou art, 
Whom Chance hath conducted to this Place of . 
Stop for a Moment, 
And pay a Tear to the Memory of 
THOMAS PRIOR: 
A Man, 
Who, without having been ever diſtinguiſhed 
| By public Truſt, or Employment, 
Merited more of his Country, 
Than any of his Time : 
To his great Capacity, 
To his unwearied Application, 
The Public is indebted 
Not only for the Improvement of all, 
But, alfo, for the Invention of many, 
Us error ARrTs: 
He was a Man, 
If ever there was ſuch, 
Strictly juſt; 
Attached to no Party, but 
A Friend to all; 
Of Greatneſs no Way ſolicitous, 
But as it gave him a larger Power of doing Good; 
Nor any further deſirous of Riches, 


Than as they ſerved him to relieve the Honeſt and Neceſſitous. 


But, 
To what Purpoſe 
Does this Marble attempt 
To enumerate his Virtues? 
His unparalleled Integrity, 
His Sanctity of Manners, 
And 
His unconfined Benevolence, 
Have raiſed him a more laſting Monument 
In the Hearts of his Countrymen. 


VERSES, 
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ADDRESSED TO THE 


LORD Li Ts HEN. 
At the ELABORATORY, T.C.D. 
In, the YBAaR 1755. 


HILE every Art, which Virtue can commend, 
Aſpires to make a Har TINGTON its Friend, 
Each Science ſues his Patronage to claim, | 
And borrows Luſtre from ſo bright a Name; 
Permit, great Sir, our youthful Toils to ſhare 
The kind Indulgence of thy princely Care: 
Through every Kind, through each Degree, and Race, 
While Nature's latent Energy we trace, 
And find, in every Inſet, Plant, and Flower, 
Unbounded Wiſdom, and Almighty Power, 
'Tis thine, my Lord, on every Art to ſmile, 
But, moſt benignly on thy favourite Iſle. 
Lo! Alma's Sons rely on thee alone, 
And almoſt dare to claim thee as their own: 
No Wrongs they dread; no Injuries they fear; 
But, all is Joy while Har TIN Gro is here. 


VERSES, 


* William, Marquis of HARTIX oO. 


— Aa” — — 


ADDRESSED TO THE 


* 


,, 


At the PRINTING- HOUSE, T. C. D. 


Win every Heart its grateful Tribute pays, 
While every Tongue is wanton in thy Praiſe, 
Accept, illuſtrious Guardian of our State, 

The Muſes' Welcome to the Muſes Seat; 

Where Learning, Wit, and every mental Grace, 
And Merit, more than Station, give thee Place. 

As vernal Suns awake unfolding Flowers, 

As Nature ſmiles with Heaven-deſcended Showers ; 
Wak'd into Joy, ſo ſmile Hibernia's Swains ; 

So ſmiles our Alma, while her Ca'xv18n reigns; 
Whoſe Preſence bids een baleful Diſcord fly, 

Sooths Diſcontent, and robs her of her Sigh : 

Science ſhall no more her drooping Head recline, 

To ſeek, and raiſe deſponding Worth is thine ; 

And Fame, by thy Example taught, ſhall boaſt, 

He beſt confers Rewards, who merits moſt : 

Thrice happy we! while GzoxGE adorns the Throne, 
Whoſe Choice proclaims our Bleſſings are his own ; 
Thrice happy Nation! who with Rapture view 

In 1u1M, the beſt of Kings; of Viceroys, You. 


ON. 


Lord KINGSBOROUGH, and Mis FITZGERALD. 


Ter felices, et amplius, 
Quo irrupta tenet Copula. 
Hor. 


: 
S a ſoft Spring unveils an early Roſe, 
And tints its Fairneſs with a modeſt Red, 
Such Innocence doth HrMuRx's Torch diſcloſe, 
When virgin Bluſhes grace the nueTIAL Bev: 


Or, as Pomona, in the Spring of Year, 

With ſickly Beauties meets the half-pleas'd Eye, 
Till her lov'd God, with Ardor, draweth near, 

And gives to every Charm a gladder Dye: 


So Hrmex ripens into perfect Grace 

Charms, which but want ſo great a Maſter's Hand; 
His Touch compleats the Glories of the Face, 

And gives to Beauty uncontrouF'd Command. 


B b 
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To Thee, O CaroLiNneg, an humble Muſe 

+ DireQs this Strain; the gentle Strain approve ; 
To tune his Lay what Poet can refuſe 

To CAROLIN E, bright Excellence of Love! 


Rich are thy Stores, but richer far thy Mind, 

To bleſs thy Lord, the happy, happy Youth : 
O may each faithful Lord for ever find 

A Maid fo rich in Conſtancy, and Truth. 


Oft does Pandora blight the blooming Toaſt, 

Too oft deforms the envy'd, lovely Wife; 
But Surton's faving Art, * permit the Boaſt, 

Thy winning Sweetneſs hath ſecur' d for Life. 


My daring Muſe, O KIN es noRoV6n, in vain, 
Attempts the Rapture of thy Soul t' expreſs; 
Poetic Fancy cannot reach the Strain, 
Nor fainting Language paint the fond Exceſs. 


Senſe, Beauty, Fortune, choiceſt Gifts of Heaven, 
So choice, that ſeldom they together ſhine 
To others, ſingly, they are Bleſſings given, 
But all unite to grace thy CAROLIN E. 


Thrice happy Pair! + * whoſe anxious Hopes, and Fears, 
In Infancy, were to each other known; 
Now Love, increaſing with Increaſe of Years, 
* Hath twin'd your ever conſtant Hearts in one.” 
O may 


* This amiable young Lady had been, then, lately inoculated by Mr. SrARROw, 
one of the SUTTONIAN Pradtitioners; to Which the Author of this liitle Piece, 
R. Hovrrox, M. A. who was one likewiſe, here alludes, 


+ A Parody on a Verſe of one of the Songs in the Opera of AxTARERIES. 
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O may you, then, the higheſt Pleaſures taſte! 
Unſated Pleaſures may you ever prove! 
May every Morn dawn brighter than the paſt, 


And ſhew You Patterns of conNNUBIAL Love! 


DvusnLin, Dec. 7th, 1769. 


C UP I I, ana ne 


DAM £0 


To Mio ROS 2 22 


UPID, perceiving every Day 
The Bluntneſs of his Dar Ts, 
That Plutus, with reſiſtleſs Sway, 
Rul'd male, and female Hearts, 


Enrag'd, his Quiver up he took; 
Away the Arrows flung, 

With Eye unaiming, and fierce Look, 
Amidſt the giddy Throng. 


By Chance, one, only, ſtill remain'd, 
Of Make and Matter rare; 
Quite new, unus'd, as yet unſtain'd, 


Untouch'd by any Fair : 


Of plain good Senſe the Shaft was made ; 
Beauty the Quill did arm; 

The Point 2 Gold was overlaid ; 
Good Humour lent a Charm. 


B b 2 


He, 


( 188 ) 


He, thus, his Mother then addreſt. — 


Here 's one can never miſs 
Madam, I flung away the Reſt, 
* What ſhall I do with Tas? 
Why do you muſe, or doubt fo long ?” 
| (Reply'd the Cyprian Queen) 
The DAR r muſt, ſure, to yer belong; 
Then give it, Child, to Ga EEN. 


O QB» T o Lr 


INSCRIBED ToO 


The Right Hon. EARL or CHARLEMOUNT. 


ALTH, who fann'ſt with breezy Wing 
The genial Boſom of the Earth; 
Who ſummon'ſt forth the green-rob'd Spring, 
And giv'ſt the filken Flow'ret Birth ! 
With laughing Eye, and rofy Hue, 
And Hairs that ſhed ambrofial Dew, 
Thy flowing Garments unconfin'd, 
In frolick Dance, and ſprightly Meaſures, 
Thou lead'ſt the buxom Loves, and Pleaſures, 
' Giving Sorrow to the Wind. 
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With active Step, before thee hies, 

For ever briſk, for ever gay, 
The Village Swain, rude Exerciſe, 

Whoſe Cheeks contemn the funny Ray: 
In his Hand he bears the Spoil, 
Earn'd with wholeſome Sweat and Toll ; 

And from his Waiſt depends the Horn; 
The Horn, with whoſe enlivening Sound 
He rouſes the loud-mouthed Hound, 

And chearly greets the lumbering Morn. * 


Chaſte Temperance, too, adorns thy Train; 
That loves to diet with the Poor ; 
And Chearfulneſs, with Brow ſerene, 
That opes the early Shepherd's Door : 
To Heaven's own Favourites only ſent, 
With dove-like Air, comes ſweet Content ; 
Before her fly Diſeaſe, and Strife; 
Around unnumber'd Bleflings ſpring ; 
Serene, ſhe waves her Halcyon Wing, 
And ftills the troubled Sea of Life. 


On the May-morn at the Green 

Where they foot the feſtal Dance, 
When Echo hails the Summer Queen, 

And Envy leers with backward Glance, 
To HEALTH the Nymph directs her Prayer, 
Leſt Sickneſs her fair Form impair, 

Or Spells of not leſs hurtful Kind; 
Leſt on her Cheek the Damaſk fade, 
Falſe Tyr kiſs ſome ruddier Maid, 

And give his Promiſe to the Wind. 


„ Mikron. 


( 190 ) 


The chearful Hind, who ſeldom fails 
With early Song to greet the Dawn, 
Thy Fragrance with the Breeze inhales; 
And tracks thee o'er the dew y Lawn; 
When late at Eve-tide he returns 
For him the chearful Fuel burns, 
And a pure Meal his Toil repays; 
Around his luſty Offspring ſports, 
His Kiſs the buxom Phillis courts, 
And, blefling thee, he ſleeps at Eaſe. 


At Eaſe thy Favourite lays him down, 
Sees Conqueſt ſpread her Wings in vain, 
'The Victor faint beneath his Crown, 
And tears the pageant Shew profane: 
From ſmoaky Towns, and gilded Courts, 
To where the Sunday Hamlet ſports, 
HeaLTH Hand in Hand with Temperance flies: 
In vain, alas! the Fee 's beſtow'd, 
Pale Luxury ſinks beneath the Load, 
And Pain the Force of Herbs defies. 


In the trying Hour of Pain, 
The Head with Weight of Woe reclin'd, 
Happy they, who ſtill retain 
The Front compos'd, the unruffled Mind ! 
They only know ſuch heart-felt Eaſe, 
Who count by virtuous Acts their Days; 
Whoſe open Hands unſparing give; 
Who view Diſtreſs with pitying Eye; 
Who dare, like CHaRLEMouNT, to die, 
And know, like CHaRLEMOunT, to live. 


Ah! 
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Ah! Source of Life, fair HEaLTH, ariſe, 
Let Virtue hang the Head no more; 

And, to a Nation's longing Eyes, 
A grateful Nation's Boaſt reſtore :- | 

Come, roſy HeaLTH, and with thee bring 

Large Draughts of Hebe's living Spring, 
The Spring that bathing Angels uſe, 

Here, here, alas! pale Virtue lies 

Here, what thy richeſt Store ſupplies, 
As generous as himſelf, diffuſe. 


So ſhall fair Alma's grateful Choir 

Salute thee with an annual Lay; 
So ſhall the Bard attune his Lyre, 

When Hand in Hand you dance with May. 
Where Mirth, and Chearfulneſs, abide, 
That ne'er leave Innocence's Side ; 

Where Temperance ſups on chaſteſt Fare; 
Where eye-compos'd Contentment ſmiles, 
And Wit, that Pain itſelf beguiles; 

Even there ſhould roſy HALTER repair. 


An E P: Bat ax 8 


OOR RarLeao lies beneath this Rood ; 
And, ſure, he muſt be bleſs d; 
For, though he could do nothing good, 
He meant to do the beſt. 
Think of your Souls, ye guilty Throng, | 
Who, knowing what is right, do wrong, . 


L 125 N E 8, 
Written in a blank Leaf of JOHNSON's WORKS, 
PRESENTED TO THE 


Right Hon. MARGARETTA, Counteſs of LOUTH. 


WE vulgar Lips, without Diſtinction, praiſe 
'The Artiſt's Labours, or the Poet's Lays ; 
Or, what 's more common ſtill, at Random blame ; 
Their Praiſe, or Cenſures, we regard the ſame: 
No Raptures that, no Tremors theſe impart ; 

But die in Air, and never reach the Heart. 

Not ſo, where Candour with Good-ſenſe preſides, 
And Taſte with Elegance the Judgement guides : 
True Genius triumphs there in juſt Applauſe, 

Nor ſhuns Reproof, but thence Inſtruction draws; 
The Breaſt with generous Emulation glows ; 

And every Touch the grateful Influence ſhews. 
This warm'd both Jonxsoxs“ with congenial Fire; 
And makes even me to pleaſe a LovTu aſpire. 
Thus, when, of old, on Memnon's Statue ſhone 
The bleſs'd Effulgence of th' all-chearing Sun, 

The ſounding Braſs confeſs'd the potent Ray, 

In heart-felt Pæans to the King of Day. 


REBUS. 


* Dr. SamvEr Jonxsox, Author of the Rambler, Idler, &c. and JonxsOx the Book- 


binder, ſaid to be the beſt in the World, who exerted his peculiar Taſte and Skill on this 
Occaſion, 
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R E B 


O what Man is oft call'd, to diſtinguiſh the Sex, 
If the Letters which ſignify Saint you annex; 
What all Men muſt do, though one whimſical Elf 
Will modeſtly plead for excepting himſelf; 
What Heroes contend for, and all Men deſire, 
From the King on his Throne to the bare-footed Friar ; 
With the Soldier's laſt Refuge, in Time of Diſtreſs, 
When Courage, retreating, deſpairs of Succeſs : 
Theſe, added together, will give you the Name 
Of a Girl, in whom Envy finds nothing to blame; 
Whom I'd praiſe, but for Fear, and tis certainly true, 
That ſhe 'd laugh at my Praiſe, and my Poetry too; 
And all I could ſay would be ſaying no more, 
Than all Men, who know her, acknowlege before. 


Tis Ss 0 T 


HAT Man is oft call'd, as I take it, is HE; 
And Saint is expreſs'd by an s and a T; 
That all Men muſt exr, little Proof does require; 
(The Pope's vain Pretences but prove him a Lyar +) 
And Powe is the Thing which all Mortals deſire; 
Cc When 


* The Remus is on all Hands agreed to be the loweſt Species of poetical Compoſiion ; the 
four, here offered to the Public, are, perhaps, as pardonable as moſt of the Kind: The two, 
which have no Solution annexed, may ſerve to exerciſe the Ingenuity of thoſe amongſt our 
younger Readers, who may delight in ſuch Trifles, 


+ The Por pretends to Infallibility. 
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When a Soldier retreats, that his TR EN CH is the Place, 
Is as plain, in my Mind, as the Noſe on your Face : 

I have one Reaſon more, which convinces me quite,, 
That this ſame Solution J offer is right 
Having ſearch'd through the Town, both the High, and the Low, 
The Deſcription ſuits Nobody elſe that I know. 


R. I B U 8 II. 


HE fine vermil G/ow of the innocent Cheek, 
The Garden's gay Pride let your Diligence ſeek ;. 
The Scene of Wolfe's Glory, of Sackville's Diſgrace, 
Of rural Delights, and the Sports of the Chace ; 
Then ſpell, put together, and tell me the Name, 
And Apollo“ himſelf ſhall you rival in Fame: 
Tis Venus, in Fact, who, forſaking the Skies, 
Has put on, for a Frolic, a human Diſguiſe, 
No Vapour, no Cloud, + but a palpable Form 
Of pure Fleſh and Blood, ſubſtantial, and warm 
What removes every Doubt, is—her Train to compoſe, 
Two Graces attend her, wherever ſhe goes; 
(Each fo like to their Queen, though, your Homage, and Wonder 
You ll be apt to miſplace, if you meet them aſunder) 
The third, from mere Prudence, continues above; 
Leſt the Gods ſhould ſhake off the Dominion of Love. 


* — —Eris mihi magnus Apollo, Vins. 
+ Alluding to the well-known Fable of June and Ixion. 
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HE vermil Glow of Beauty's Cheek, 
The Garden's Pride you bid me ſeek ; 

The Scene, where late with laſting Shame, 

Diſhonour ſtain'd the Sackville Name, 

Where, claſp'd in Victory's Embrace, 

Young Wolfe compleated Glory's Race, 

And where, with early Hound and Horn, 

The Hunter-train awake the Morn —— 

With Lover's Haſte the Taſk I claim ; 

And tell, that BLoourtgro is the Name. 
One Doubt 's yet unſatisfied——I#bich of the three? 
A Queſtion too hard to be anſwer'd by me: 

So equally lovely their Features, and Eyes, 
Not Paris himſelf could determine the Prize. 


ROO In, 


AKE the Name of a River, in Story well known, 
Where the Eagles of Rome oft in Triumph have flown ; 
The Half and the Whole of a Thing that Men fay, * 
When they ſpeak with Intent to deceive, or betray ; 
A Spot, whence the Eye may at Pleaſure command 
The Country beneath, and the neighbouring Land; 
A Letter, or Word, for tis both, or tis either, 
That 's fairly worth moſt of the Reſt put together; 
Cc 2 With 
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With three Fourths of three Feet, or, if that ſhould ſeem hard, 
In Language more common, three Fourths of a Yard: 

Theſe, added, will give you the Name I require; 

A Girl, whom even Malice is forc'd to admire ; 

Whoſe Worth ſhould I praiſe, I muſt praiſe it ſo high, 

That all, who don't know her, would think *twere a Lye ; 

And whoſe Eyes—But, ftop there, you poetical Tribe; 

Their Power you may feel, but you cannot deſcribe. 


R E B U 8 


H A T Thomas feels, or ſenſeleſs he, 
When Mary, ſitting on his Knee, 
With Looks of Love his Paſſion hears ; 
One Fourth of Virtue's ſureſt Guard, 
Through Life's rough Sea the unerring Card 
By which her Veſſel Wiſdom ſteers : 


Take, next, one Half of that ſweet Look 
Which Marian wears, when o'er the Browk, 
She decks her for the ruſtic Ball. 
With what, if right my Grannum ſung, 
Will leave a Bliſter on your Tongue: 
Then try your Skill, and join them all. 


By Nature's happieſt Hand array'd 
In ſweet Simplicity, the Maid 
Rejects each meretricious Art 
O Nxs ir, what a Proſpect thine 
To whom thy favouring Stars aſſign 
The envy'd Treaſure of her Heart. 


REASON'sg 
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REASON's TRIUM ÞP H: 


A To RY C=O x 


RECITATIVO. 


ENEATH an aged Oak, whoſe verdant Head 
Stretch'd o'er the Vale its venerable Shade; 

Beſide a Brook, whoſe Boſom, all ſerene, 
Reflected back the Beauties of the Scene, 
That various Flowers that on the Border grew, 
The Grove's gay Verdure, and the Sky's clear blue, 
Young STREPHoN lay: STREPHON the blytheſt Swain 
That ever pip'd or danc'd upon the Plain, 
Of all Love's Votaries, ſince old Adam's Fall, 
None deeper drank the Honey, or the Gall; 
But, freed at length, the Chain no more can bind, 
Returning RRASON opens on his Mind, 
New Proſpects dawn, new Hopes his Thoughts employ; 
And thus he hails the Birth-Day of his Joy. 


ATR. 


Sweet Liberty! celeſtial Gueſt! 
Welcome O welcome to my Breaſt! 
Too long from thence by Paſſion driven, 
Thou beſt, thou nobleſt Gift of Heaven 


No 
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No more I drag the ſervile Chain ; 

No more I ſigh; no more I mourn; - 
Fair ReasoNn now reſumes her Reign; 

And Peace and Joy again return. 


RE CITATIVO. 


Thus while the Shepherd ſung, the feather d Throng 
Catch the ſoft Sounds, and imitate his Song; 
Fir'd by the Theme, on trembling Wmgs they riſe, 
And pour a Flood of Muſic through the Skies ; 
All Nature ſmiles ; ſweet Echo ſwells the Voice; 
The Hills, the Fountains, and the Groves rejoice : 
When thus the Youth his Song begins again; | 
And pleas'd Attention waits upon the Strain. 


AIX. 


Thou Tyrant God, with all thy Train 
Of anxious Fears, and waſting Pain, 
The reſtleſs Wiſh, the Tear, the Sigh, 
And Jealouſy with jaundic'd Eye, 

Hence farewell ! My Heart is free, 
Reſtor d to Peace and Liberty. 


Now, no more I dread thy Power 
At thy Shrine no more I bew—— 
Hence begone !——thy Reign is o'er 
Tyrant! I defy thee now. 
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My Cares are gone; my Sorrows ceaſe; 
My Breaſt regains its wonted Peace ; 
And Joy, and Hope, returning, prove. 
REeasox is too ſtrong for Love. 54 


8 0 5 


ELINDA's ſparkling Eyes, and Wit, 

Do various Paſſions raiſe ; 

And, like the Lightening; yield a bright;. 
But momentary Blaze: 

ELl1za's milder, gentler Sway, 
Her Conqueſts fairly won, 

Shall laſt till Life and Time decay, 
Eternal as the Sun. 


Thus the wild Flood; with deafening Roar, 
Burſts dreadful from on high ; 

But ſoon its empty Rage is o'er, 
And leaves the Channel dry; | 

While the pure Stream, which ſtill, and ſlow, 
Its gentler Current brings, 

Through every Change of Time ſhall flow, 
With unexhauſted Springs. _ 


ODE 


— 


xy This Cantata (as it was the firſt written) ſhould have preceded the RxcanTATION, 
Page 141: And, our Readers may obſerve, theſe four laſt Lines are there introduced in a 


BY det oc tle tre me oo ans eto tn 2, 
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O | D E“ 


On FREDERICK III. King of PRUSSIA. 1759. 


L 


ODDESS of the filver Lyre, 
Loftieſt of the tuneful Qpire, 
Thou, whoſe high exalted Lay 
Beams on great Acts a more eternal Day 
Thou, whoſe ſweetly-ſounding Song 
Pour'd the rapid Stream along, 
When, in Numbers truly great, 
Pindar, in imperial State, 
Rais'd the bold Notes of all thy trembling Strings, 
To blazon high the Deeds of Heroes, and of Kings. 


I, 


Valour, 


* The above Ode, with ſome little Variation, and the one following, are attempted, in the 
Manner of Pix DAR, as deſcribed in the Scholia on Hepheſtion : It is the very lait Paragraph of 
thoſe Scholia; a "Tranſlation of which is here inſerted for the Information of our fair Readers, 
who may have entertained miſtaken Ideas of the ancient Ode, from the incortect Copies given 
us by Mr. CowLEey, and his Imitators. 

* You muſt know, (ſays the Scholiaſt) that the Ancients, in their Odes, framed tue larger 
Stanzas, and one leſs. The firſt of the large Stanzas they called Stropbe ; ſinging it on their Feſti- 
vals, at the Altars of their Gods, and dancing at the ſame Time: The ſecond they called Au- 
tiſtrophe; in which they inverted the Dance: The /e/s Stanza was named the Epode ; which 
they ſung, ſtanding ſtill. The Strophe, as they ſay, denoted the Motion of the higber Sphere , 
the Autiſtropbe, that of the Planets; the Epode, the fixed Station and Repoſe of the Earth.” | 


Hence 


(201) 


1. ——2. 


Valour, pure and active Fire, 
Offspring of an heavenly Flame, 
Claims thy Aid, O raptur'd Lyre, 
Claims thy Paſſport unto Fame; 
Wiſdom, Guardian of the Soul, 
Whoſe dread Command the Paſſions huſh'd obey ; 
Whoſe Nod can even their boldeſt Rage controul, 
Wiſdom demands thy moſt majeſtic Lay ; 
To inborn Virtue lo! 
The Strains ſpontaneous flow, , 
Warbling in their Favourite's Praiſe, 
Mix the well- according Lays: 
For her, the Soft, the Strong, their Numbers join ; 
For her, both Eaſe and Majeſty combine, 
And blend, like Shade and Light, in Harmony divine. 


Bd | In 


Hence it appears, the two larger Stanzas were accompanied with Dancing; and that they 
danced one Way, while the Stropbe was ſinging z and then danced back again, while the Au- 
ti/trophe was ſinging ; which ſhews why thoſe two Parts conſiſted of the ſame Length and 
Meaſure. If we conſider how much Breath is required for a full Song, perhaps we may con- 
clude that the Stropbe, and Antiſtrophe, partook ſomething of the Nature of Recitative ; and 
that the Epode, which was ſung ſtanding ſtill, was the more compleat Air, 

If the Ode ran into any Length, it was always divided into Triplets of Stanzas j the two firſt 
being conſtantly of the ſame Length, and Meaſurez and all the Epodes, in like Manner, cor- 
reſponding with each other. 

In the preſent Ode, the Similitude between the Strophe and Anti/irophe is deſignedly omit- 
ted; as the Cuſtom, which ſeemed to make it neceſſary amongſt the Greeks, has no Place 
amongſt us; and, as the Deviation does not, it is apprehended, treſpaſs too much upon the 
Regularity of, and, at the ſame Time, gives Variety to the Piece. 

The Triplets of Stanzar, as they are repeated, are here marked by the Roman Numerals 
I. II. UI. Kc. The Srrephe, Antiſtrephe, Epode, are diſtinguiſhed by the Figures 1, 2, 3- 


In diſtant Ages, and in various Climes, | 
All-ruling Providence with powerful Hand, 
Has rais'd ſome Souls to blaze to future Times, 
In Peace to govern, or in War command: 
But, prudent, has to each conſign'd 
But one Perfection of the Mind: 
Some ſhine with Splendor in the bloody Field, 
Graſp the ſtrong Lance, or wave the gleamy Shield: 
Others, whom milder Arts adorn, 
Deal righteous Laws to Ages yet unborn ; 
Or, pleas'd the Paths of Science to explore, 
To them has Nature op'd her ample Store : 
Others, inſpir'd by Truth's un-erring Ray, 
In their own Breaſts behold unclouded Day; 
Theirs is the peaceful Bliſs, the Joy refin'd, 
Calm Innocence is theirs, the Sunſhine of the Mind. 


* 


II. — DN 


Sce! where Heaven profuſely pours 
All theſe Gifts in mingled Showers, 
All their ſweeteſt Odours breathe, 
And form for FRxEpER1ck's Brow a blooming Wreath , 
Valour, as the ſpringing Roſe, 
With a crimſon Tincture glows ; 
Wiſdom, as the Jonquil fair, 
Scents the Zephyrs ambient Air 
While Virtue, as the ſnow-clad Lilly bright, 
Streams. on the wondering Eye a more unſully'd Light. 


Science, 
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II. 


Science, Daughter of the Skies, 
Bade his Genius early ſoar, 
Bade the kindling Spirit riſe, 
And the Paths of Fame explore; 
As from Intuition's Eye, 
Refulgent, beams the keen all- piercing Ray, 
With infelt Vigour hails its native Sky, 
Bright with the Splendors of meridian Day: 
Through Heavenly Glories led, 
Then views the mighty Dead; 
Thence of every Gift poſſeſt, 
Which enlighten'd every Breaſt ; 
The Luſtre which illum'd the Julian Name, 
The ſteady Blaze expanding Peter's Fame, 
And Alexander's Glow, the Energy of Flame. 


2 4, 


Wrapp'd in the Glooms, embrowning Foreſts ſpread, 
The fair Aftraa pours her melting Woe; 
In dim Obſcurity ſhe veils her Head, 
While Indignation bids her Sorrows flow: 
No longer, hark | the Fair complains, 
Her lov'd, her darling Fx RDERIck reigns; 
Rais'd and aſſiſted by his powerful Hand, 
Now ſhe reſumes her long-uſurp'd Command : 
Surmiſe, and Doubt, and dark Delay, 
Affrighted fly, and yield the ſovereign Sway; 
No longer, Arts, nor double Frauds avail, 
To Truth, alone, inclines the unerring Scale; 
Dd 2 Pure 
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Pure flows the Stream of Juſtice from the Source, 

With equal Current, and a gentle Force; 

While Fx eperick, clad with terror-darting Awe, 
Drives from the hallow'd Fount the Harpies of the Law.. 


Hl —— 1. 


Now, the angry Lord of War 
Wings the Thunder of his Car; 
Darting quick, at his Command, 
Stern Devaſtation ſhakes each guilty Land; 
All his red-hot Fury hurl'd 
Flames throughout the Weſtern: World; 
Then, amid” the Storms of Fate, 
FRED ERIC roſe fupremely great; 
Then, pour d he all the Virtues of his Mind, 
And all the Hero with the patriot Monarch join d. 


III. ——-— 2. 


Witneſs, all ye Streams that flow 
Through Germania's every Vale, 
Oft you ve heard the Shrieks of Woe 
Swell each horror-wafting Gale: 
Billow'd oft with Auſtrian Blood, 
Haſt thou, O Albit, urg'd thy purple Way, 
When Dreſden's Towers, incumbent o'er thy Flood, 
Though ſtrength-encircled, own'd the Victor's Sway: 
In vain, unnumber'd Foes | 
His rapid Speed oppoſe, 
Vain, differing Intereſts combin'd, 
Vain, with Nations Nations join'd ; 
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As, over Egypt's wide-extended Plain, 
The Locuſts ſpread their dark-embody'd Train, 


Before the heaven-ſent Wind then plunge into the Main. 


III. 


3. 


From ice-built Hills, and frozen Plains, afar; 

Wide Ruffa ſpreads her congregated Hoſt; 

And Suevia ſends her hardy Sons to War, 
Erſt loy'd of Mars, and ſtern Bellona's Boaſt :: 
From Vales, where tepid Breezes play, 
Enliven'd by the ſolar Ray, 
Fir'd by the Thirſt of Sway, and wide Command;. 
Gallia by Myriads pours each warlike Band: 

Where the fierce Danube whirls his Courſe; 
And rolls through various Realms his headlong Force, 
Impetuous as his Waves, th' embattled Throng 
Urge the rough Tide of raging War along: 
Behold ill- omen'd Grief, and pale Deſpair, 
Perch'd on their Standards, fan the darken'd Air, 
While Victory new-plumes her gliſtening Wing, 

And, as at Ro/bach's Plain, ſalutes her ya vouriTE KING. 


Scenes of 'raptur'd Viſion riſe, 
Myſtic, wave before mine Eyes, 


Painting, as they ſkim along, ; 


Deeds which demand the boldeſt Flights of Song ;: 
Glancing, as the Rays of Light, 
Quick they glitter on my Sight; 


* 


Heard 
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Heard you now theſe Sounds of Fear 
Rend the terror-ſtricken Ear ? 
Thence they proceed, where to thy dazzled Eye, 
The Pruffans pour along, the nerveleſs Auſtrians fly. 


IV. 


Softly ſtreaming into Woe, 
Change we now the various Strain; 
Let the melting Sorrows flow, 
Let the tender Muſe complain : 
Thee, of every Praiſe poſſeſt, 
With heart-felt Sighs, lamenting Heroes mourn; 
Bleſs'd in thy Life, but in:thy Fall more bleſs'd, 
The Tears of Royal Friendſhip grac'd thy Urn; 
Reſponſive Groans around 
Return'd.the plaintive Sound; 
Through all the joyleſs Hoſt was ſpread, 
* Our Friend, our Chief, our Keith is dead!“ 
Oh, lov'd of Virtue, if her pureſt Flame 
Can raptur'd Joys, and heavenly Pleaſures claim, 
Thy Soul has ſprung to Bliſs on Wings of well-carn'd Fame. 


1 


Through Time's dark Boſom can the Muſe's Ray 
On future Ages beam her piercing Light; 
In mental Viſion pour a Gleam of Day 
On Deeds which ſcorn the Ken of vulgar Sight: 
Fehold the Rage of War is fled; 
No more the Plains are ſtrew'd with Dead; 
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Fair Peace extends her olive-bearing Hand; 
The kindred Arts attend, and bleſs the Land: 
In Northern Groves the Nine inſpire, 
Breathe the ſoft Lay, or ſtring the ſounding Lyre; 
Succeeding Newtons range amid the Skies, 
And other Raphaels, other Miltont riſe; 
O Days auſpicious! Golden Age reſtor d! 
When Fxeperick ſheaths the Terrors of the Sword: 
Then late Poſterity, through every Page, 
Shall with his Name embalm this young Auguſtan Age. 


O D E 


os. B I II TI. X 


INSCRIBED To THAN 


Moſt Noble, WIL LIAM, Marquis of K ILD ARE. 


15 


1. 


x WAS in the ſilent Hour of Eve, 
When gently penſive Viſions roll, 
When Joys, which Thought alone can give, 
Spread their Dominion o'er the Soul, 
A Youth, who oft was wont to rove, 
And woo the Dryads of the Grove, 
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Aloft, from Richmond's * wood-crown'd Height, 

Beheld the Day's deſcending Light, 

Beheld the Verdure of the Vale, 
The tufted Bank where Thamis glides, 

The green-rob'd Grove, the opening Dale, 
Where every gentler Grace preſides ; 

Where, oer the Face of all the varied Ground, 
The Power of Beauty reigns, and pours her Bleſſings round. 


1. — om — 2, 


And O] (hecry'd) thou lovely Maid, 
Fair Fancy, grant thy genial Fire, 
© If &er by native Hill, or Shade, 
*I'wak'd in Youth the rural Lyre! 
If cer, along the lonely Shore, 
+ Where loud the Atlantic Surges roar, 
© Or where Leane's Waters ſpread, 
And Turk erects his fir-clad Head, 
Thus oft invok'd at early Day, 
* Thou haſt liſten'd to thy Suppliant's Prayer, 
Thou haſt deign'd to raiſe his lowly Lay, 
* Or deign'd his vacant Hours to ſhare, 
Now on this Summit take thy ſilent Stand, 
And throw thine Eyes around Bz1TanNia's happy Land! 


©In 


Richmond, a Village in Surry, twelve Miles from London, which has been termed the Fre/- 
eati of England. It was, anciently, the Seat of our Monarchs; and the Palace, from its Splen- 
dor, was called Shene, which, in the Saxon Language, ſignifies bright, or ſhining. 


+ Turk is one of thoſe ſtupendous Mountains, which hang over the lower Lough lene [Leana] 
near Killarney, in the County of Kerry, The Public has been enabled, in ſome Degree, to form 
a Judgement of the amazing Beauties of this Scenery, by the elegant Engravings lately pub- 
liſhed by Mr. FisuER, from his own Drawings: And, a very ingenious Gentleman (whoſe Mo- 


deſty 
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J. 


3• x 


In yonder Wood, whoſe darkening Gloom 
© Bids Horror every Form aſſume, 
* Bids awe-ſtruck Contemplation ſoar, 
Lo! Altars riſe diſtain'd with Gore 
The Victim bleeds !—Thence o'er his Soul 
The Druid feels the ſacred Phrenzy roll 
Hence — to your Arms your Gods maintain !—— 
Lo! riding o'er the billowy Main, 
A mighty Hero, from afar, 
« Provokes you to the Rage of War !— 
« Andate, hear !—May Julius feel 
* Caffibelan's avengeful Steel! 
And may thy ſuppliant Cumri * ſtill maintain | 
Their Fathers' hallow'd Faith, their ancient freeborn Reign!” 


IL. ——— 3 
In vain the Prayer—Behold the Gleam 
Of Arms ſhines terrible from far 
< Behold, thick plunging in the Stream, 
© The Romans + ſound the Din of War! 
E e | They 


deſty the Editor will not offend by the Mention of his Name) means, in the Courſe of the 
next Winter, to oblige the World with a Work upon the ſame SubjeA, which will probably 
laſt as long as the Scene it deſcribes, or the Language in which it is written, 


* Cumri, or Cymri, the antient Name of the Britons, 


+ The R:mans firſt invaded Britain, under Fulius Ceſar, about fifty-five Years before the 
Birth of Cyr1sT ; and eſtabliſhed an Authority, which they maintained until about the Year 
of our Lord 448, when (the ſudden Trruption of the Northern Nations, who began about this 
Time to ſpread themſelves over all Europe, making it neceſſary for them to apply all their 


Force 
"Tl, 
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| | « They yield—the painted Squadrons yield— 
= The Eagle fans the conquer'd Field; 
| And Rome, exulting from her Throne, 
* Beholds another World her own: 
© Vain is each Hero's bold Eſſay, 
And vain the female Warrior's Arms 
© Still Time confirms the Victor's Sway, 
; Though FazepoM rouſe to loud Alarms; 
And vain, Caractacus, thy patriot Flame, 
Theme of a future Bard, who well ſhall raiſe thy Fame. 


OO RR ro * 


II 


* Say, who is he, aloft in Air, 
. © Sublime upon his iron Car, 
* Who bids the trembling World prepare 
; For Hardihood, and Deeds of War ?— 
stern Odin: *—At his bold Command, 
. Oer Albion's wave-encircled Land, 
From 


Force to the Defence of the Empire) they finally abandoned the Iſland. Even while their Au- 
thority did ſubſiſt, it was by no Means abſolute, or quietly ſubmitted to: The native Valour, 
and undiſciplined Impetuoſity of the Britons, gave them many ſevere Checks; particularly, 
about the Year 50, under Carafacus; and, nine Years after, under Boadicia, or Bonduca, 
Queen of the Teni. 


The Saxons were called in by the Britons, to aſſiſt them againſt the Nat, and Scots ; and 
landed in the Ile of Tbanet, about the Year 450: Hengiſt, and Horſa, their Leaders, are 
ſaid to have been Great-Grandlons of Waden or Odin, who was werſhipped as a God among 
thoſe Nations. 


Fg 


/ 


EOS 


From ſnow-clad Scar geld + iſſuing forth, 
Flies the dread Spirit of the North —— 
Again, a Pauſe——Behold, along 
Where o'er yon widely-ſpreading Plain 
The Raven leads her hardy Throng, + 
Fierce Plunderers of the freighted Main 
© They meet ; the Battle bleeds ; and all around 
Echo the Shricks of Woe, the Victors Shouts reſound. 


II. 


3 


© Thou ſeeſt beneath theſe Olouds above, 
* Avenging, fly the Bird of Jove, 
* Thence, ſwift-deſcending on his Foe, 
* © He ſtrikes the lordly Falcon low; 
* So Rollo's * Son—What Woes ſucceed ! 
Again ſhall Tyrants rule, and Britons bleed! 
Ee 2 *O! if 


+ The Northern Provinces of Germany, and Scandinavia, were the Hive, whence iſſued thole 
Swarms of Barbarians, which, about the Beginning of the fifth Century, poured like an Inun- 
dation over the Southern Parts of Eurepe; and, in their Progreſs, well nigh obliterated every 
Monument of Art, and every Veſtige of civil Government. Scarsfield is one of the many 
Names of that immenſe Chain of Mountains which croſſes Scandinavia from North to South, 
and divides the Dominions of Sweden and Nerway by an almoſt infurmountable Barrier. 


The Danes made their firſt Attack upon Britain, about the Year 832, in the Reign of 
Egbert: In 1017 their Power was advanced to ſuch an Height, that, upon the Murder of Eu- 
mund Ironſide, Canute poſſeſſed himſelf of the Throne. The Danes bear a Raven upon their 
Standards, a 


Rolle, a petty Prince of Denmark, having, about the Beginning of the tenth Century, 
with a Multitude of Followers, attacked, and ſettled himſelf in the maritime Parts of France, 
obtained of Charles the ſimple a Grant of the Province formerly called Neuftrie, which he ereQ- 
ed into a Dutchy, under the Name of Normandy, from its Northern Conquerors. From this 
Re/lo deſcended William, who, having, on the 11th of Ofober, 1066, overthrown and lain 
Flaroli in the bloody and decifive Battle of Haſtings, aſcended the Engliſh Throne, and thence 
obtained the Sir-name of The Conqueror, 


( 


O! if, in Arthur's earlieſt Times, 
From lilly'd Vales, and gentler Climes, 
* Fair LI BERT to Albion's Shore 
Her unſubmitting Standard bore, 
* Arouze again !——They hear! they hear! 
* Again, behold the uplifted Spear ! 

In yonder Mead + the Sons of Glory riſe ; 

And Freedom's Banner waves amid BrITANNIA's Skies | 


+ Runny-Mede, or Runne-Mede, a large Plain between Windſor and Staines, where, on the 
19th of June, 1215, the Barons of England compelled Fobn, their King, to fign and ſeal the 
GREAT CHARTER of their Liberties: Strange! that, in an Age ſo jealous, and tenacious 
of their Liberty, as the preſent, no Building has yet been ereQed upon the Spot, to perpetu- 
ate the Memory of ſo great an Event; eſpecially, as a late Engl» Claſſic, ſome Years ſince, 
offered to the Public the following elegant and manly Lines, as an Inſcription for ſuch Building: 


Thou, who the verdant Plain doſt traverſe here, 
While Thames, among his Willows, from thy View 
Retires, O Stranger, ſtay thee, and the Scene 
Around contemplate well, Tuis is the Place, 
Where EncLAnD's antient Barons, clad in Arms, 
And ftern with Conqueſt, from their tyrant King 
(Then render'd tame) did challenge, and ſecure, 
The CHARTER of THY FREEDOM. Paſs not on, 
Till thou have bleſs'd THz1R Memory, and paid 
Thoſe Thanks, which Gop appointed the Reward 
Of rustic VT: And, if, chance, thy Home 
Salute thee with a Father's honour'd Name, 

Go, call thy Sons ; inſtru& them what a Debt 

They owe their Anceſtors; and make them ſwear 

To pay it, by tranſmitting down, intire, 

Thoſe sAcRED RicnuTs to which themſelves were born. 


( 2r3 » 


I. ———— i. 


From Hour to Hour, from Age to Age, 
Again ſhall Deſolation ſpread? 
Shall deadly Feuds, and civil Rage, 
* Pile Thames's Shores with Heaps of Dead? 
* Shall tame Submiſſion ſtill remain ? 
Shall Britons hug the ſervile Chain? 
And o'er a free- born Natives Head 
* Shall foreign mitred Tyrants tread? 
Forbid it, Heaven !—A BRIGHTER RAT 
Nou ſtrikes athwart the duſky Gloom, 
And, glancing ver the Verge of Day, 
| © Diſpells the illuſive Charms of Rome 
Far nobler Proſpects gild the opening Skies, 
RELIGION, Ax rs, and Laws, COMMERCE, and GLokr riſe. 


III — 2. 


Now, Fx RB DOM, bid thy veſtal Flame 

To Spires of purer Radiance blaze; 

Bid patriot Souls aſpire to Fame, 
To happier Deeds, and happier Days; 

* Bid o' er the white Rocks of thine Iſle 

Each open Grace, each Virtue ſmile; 

And bid on Mi/ton's honour'd Brow - 

Fair Wreaths of every Laurel blow: 

O bid 


* p 


* The REFORMATION, the DoAtines of which were firſt preached in England, by Nil- 
liff, and his Followers, in 1399 : It had obtained, and was openly profeſſed by, many Profe- 
lytes, under Henry VIII. in 1529; and was finally eftabliſhed, nearly upon the ſame Ground 
as at preſent, in the Reign of Edward VI. about the Middle of the fixteenth Century. 
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O bid each Hero, in thy Cauſe, 
Exert each active Power of Soul, 
Jo guard thy Rights, aſſert thy Laws, 
Jo raiſe thy Friends, thy Foes controul! 
And, when Oppreſſion lifts her iron Hand, 
O bid thy Hambden f riſe, and rouze the ſinking Land. 


III. 3. 


One Effort more: In other Skies 
©* What Sons of virtuous Glory riſe, 
* Who to fair Albion's frighted Shore 
Her Laws, her ſacred Laws reſtore !— 

* Fled is the Tyrant Turn thine Eyes 

To where Auguſte's leſſening Turrets riſe : 
-* Succeeding Years now give Command 
* To Kings, the Fathers of the Land; 
* To Kings, whoſe delegated Throne 
© Eſtabliſh'd Fx EE DOM calls her own ; 
* Whoſe Thoughts, whoſe throbbing Wiſhes fecl 
That Godlike End, the general Weal ; 

* Whoſe patriot Souls adopt the liberal Plan 

Of Nature's hallow'd Gift, the xxEBBORN STATE or Man. 


Vet 


+ The noble Stand made by Joux HAMBDEN, in 4637, againſt the illegal and arbitrary 


Impoſition of Ship-Money, has rendered his Name deſervedly dear to all the Lovers of 
_ ConsTrITuTIONAL LingkTy, : ; 


{ In the ever-memorable Year 1688, the united Wiſhes of a TREE PEOPLE having forced 
the bigotted, and tyrannical James to abdicate a Crown of which he was unworthy, placed it 
upon the Head of WiLtiam, Prince of Orange, who has juſtly merited the Title of 
Our GREAT DgeLtverts from the Tyranny of Romisn SUPERSTITION. 
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IV. 


Vet may, at length, the lowly Muſe 
Indulge one Wiſh, nor wiſh in vain— 
Far hence, O far be partial Views, 
* Miſtaken Wiſdom's ſelfiſh Train! 
Wide as extends Britannia's Sway, 
Where yonder Sun now ſlopes his Way, 
Oer every Land, o'er every Ille, 
May riſing Arts and Commercyg ſmile! 
May Laws in equal Tenor flow ! 
May Fx RANDOM gild each ſea- beat Shore! 
No longer heard the Voice of Woe! 
* And:dread:Opprefſion ſeen no more! 
And may lerne praiſe a GzorGe's Name, 
© For COMMERCE, Ans, and Laws, and FaezepoM's ſacred Flame?” 


Then, 


* It is Matter of ſerious Concern to every thinking Inhabitant of this Country, that the 
Iriſh, although deſcended, for the moſt Part, from the ſame Anceſtors, governed by the ſame 
Laws, and united under the ſame King, are (through ſome unaccountable Prejudice) ſcarcely 
conſidered, at the other Side of St. George's Channel, as Fellow-SubjeAs, or intitled to the 
ſame Privileges as the People of Great Britain: Yet, perhaps, it would not be very difficult” 
to prove that, by ſuch Conduct, they are not more unjuſt to us, than blind to their own In- 
tereſls: It would, perhaps, be eaſy to point out many Branches of our Trade, and Manufac. 
tures, which, if barely freed from the Reſtraints that a narrow, illiberal, and misjudging Policy 
has laid upon them, would tend equally to our Honour, and the Emolument of our Siſter- 
Kingdom. Britain is naturally the great Mart of our Induſtry and Commerce ; the Channel 
into which all our Wealth muſt ultimately flow ; the Labour of our Hands is exerted in her 
Service ; and the Experience of Ages proves, beyond a Doubt, that our Hearts are warm in 
the ſame Cauſe: Why, then——let Reaſon anſwer —— why theſe partial, theſe ungenerous 
Reſtrictions, demonſtrably prejudicial to both? Why are Advantages thrown into the Hands 
of her Enemies, which her Brethren, her Children, ate forbidden to participate But, 
this is not a Place for political Diſquiſitions. 
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IV. ———— 2. 


Then, Albion, o'er the ſubject Main 
* Thy Fleets with bolder Wing ſhall fly; 
Nor Gallia's Threats thy Courſe reſtrain ; 
* Nor Gallia's Arms thy Sons defy : 
Around, o'er many a diſtant Shore, 

Where, yet, no Raleighs dare explore, 
Where, yet, no human Footſteps tread, 
Thy ſtrengthen'd Induſtry ſhall ſpread ; 
Thy Arts of cultur d Peace ſhall riſe ; 

* Thy Trade extend her boundleſs Sway ; 
In Weſtern Wilds, and Southern Skies, 
Each Britiſh Muſe ſhall tune her Lay; 
And, o'er each Tenant of thy wide Domain, 


When FrxeeDoM waves her Wand, fair Harrix Ess ſhall reign.” 


TV, — 3. 


Thus, on thy Brow, delightful Shene, 
At Eve the ſtripling Swain was ſeen, 
To breathe his patriot Sighs along, 
His Heart according to the Song ; 
Now o'er the darkly glimmering View 
The gradual Night her fleecy Mantle threw ; 
The Stream, the Lawn, the lofty Spire, 
t The Groves, the Palaces, retire; 
In every Shade is heard around 
The nightly Warbler's ſolemn Sound, 
Which, mild as Zephyr's whiſpering Gale, 
Soft ſteals through Ham's Arcadian Vale; 
Well pleas'd , he liſtens to the plaintive eo 
Then homeward, calm and flow, he hies his lonely Way. 
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| * 
f WAS when Hyperion, ruſhing o'er the Sky, 
With looſen'd Reins, had paſs'd the Ram and Steer, 
And, clad in Fire, approach'd, where, blazing high 
In Heaven, the Twins' blue Palaces appear ; 
Pranking in flowery Robes the Meadows clear : 
While bland Aurora, gorgeouſly bedight, 
In th' azure Mantle of the vernal Year, . 
Dropping with Pearls, and fring'd with Silver bright, 
Led forth, in radiant Lines, the ſplendid Hoſts of Light: 


IL 


It chanced me, beſide the verdant Shore, 
Of chryſtal ſtreaming Thamefes to ſtand, 
Where ancient Windſor rear'd his Turrets hoar, 
Majeſtic Dome! the Boaſt of Britain's Land, 
Seat of her Kings, and Station of Command, 
Nor haughty Rome, nor greater Babylon, 
Nor that proud City on Phoenician Strand, 
In Majeſty, or Grandeur this outſhone ; 
Nor Cuſco, erſt where flam'd the great Incayan Throne. 


Ff III. Sacred 
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III 


Sacred to Jove the lordly Oaks were ſeen 

Wide o'er the Plains to fling their awful Shade, 

- Crowning the Hills with Dodonean Green; 

= The Caſtle's Walls. were gloriouſly array d 
| With ancient Trophies, from on high diſplay'd, 
And hoftile Banners gain'd in former Times 
By Edward's Arms, or Henry's, when they made 
The Gaul weep Blood for haughty Valoi Crimes; 
Heroic Theme, I dgem, of many a Poet's Rhimes. 


IV. 
Beſide the River's Bank, a ſtately Frame 
For ſome imperial Triumph ſeem'd prepar'd, 
With hundred Pillars fronting fair the ſame ; 
The magic Roof of Chryſtal ſtrange was rear'd, 
| High blazing in the Clouds the Dome appear'd; 
The Gate by laboring Winds was open thrown, 
Loud iſſuing thence a Trumpet's Voice was heard, 
That call'd the Kings of Earth before a Throne, 
Were: GLon v, martial Form, in Robes magnific ſhone. 


V. 

Stretch'd at her Fect, the Crowns of Monarchs lay, 
And filken Standards bright in figur'd Gold, 
The Spoils of conquer'd Realms, in proud Array 
And Inftraments of War, in Heaps uproll'd, 
Proclaim'd the Deeds of many a Baron bold; 
Fuſtice before the Throne her Balance held; 
Recording Truth appear'd, and Chronos old; 
There Wiſdom, reſting on her Gorgon Shield; 

Fame with her brazen Voice the lofty Palace fill'd. 


— —— — _ _ = 
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VI. 
Ye Kings (ſhe cry'd) ye Chiefs of Earth appear, 
Who nobly ſought Renown, and toiF'd for Praiſe , 
Who puniſh'd Tyrants by the Sword of War, 
Or paſs d in peaceful Arts your happier Days, 
Cheriſh'd fair Science, or the Muſes' Lays; 
Approach the Crown from GLok 's Hand receive, 
Shadowing your Temples with immortal Bays; 
The Crown that Virtue offers to the Brave, 
The Wiſe, the Good, the Juſt, that blooms beyond the Grave. 


VII. 
The Goddeſs ſpoke: Two mighty Kings advance; 
The one, tremendous like the Warrior God, 
With bruiſed Helm, and gore-diſcolour'd Launce ; 
Tremendous, to th: lofty Dome he ſtrode, 
And, blazing, midſt the ſculptur'd Portal ſtood ; 
Fierce was his Gait, and ſullen was his Frown ; 
Their Hero's Steps an hardy Band purſu'd, 
All Sons of Mavors, ne'er in Arms o'erthrown, 
Unſhaken, who preſerv'd their furious Monarch's Throne. 


VIII. 


Him knew the Goddeſs for Borufta's Lord, 
To Walpurg's haughty Race a fatal Foe ; 
Oft had her Armies ſunk beneath his Sword, 
Which laid Germania's proud Electors low; 
Heaven's Inſtrument of Vengeance here below : 
Still unimpair'd his dread Puiſſance ſtood, 
Though thouſand Thunders pointed at his Brow ; 
Still, through his Camps relentleſs Millions flow'd, 
Boaſting his ſtern Command, and thirſting after Blood. 


Ff2 


IX. Beſide 
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IX. 

Beſide his King the hoary Schwerin preſs'd, 

The bloody Standard in his Hand he wav'd ; 

As when, at Prague, in martial Terrors dreſs'd, 

'The Auſtrian Thunder this ſtern Chieftain brav'd, 

And, crown'd with Fame, a Warrior's Death receiv'd; 
| Next, Vinter eld, to every Muſe a Friend; 
| Zethen, and Sedlitz, yet from Slaughter ſav'd; 
| Anhalt, and Keith, heroic Pair! attend, 
| Alike in Life renown'd, and glorious. in their End. 
| | 
| 


— — @ 
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X. 

But, far the nobleſt of the martial Band, 
| Of gentle Manners, dauntleſs, and ſedate, 
| Obedient to his Brother's fierce Command, 
| The Pruſſian Henry ſtood; in Battle great, 
| Oft had his Wiſdom ſav'd their falling State; 
When Frederick, at his waſted Realms enrag'd, 
| Ruſh'd on to War, and gave th' Event to Fate, 
| His ſhatter'd Hoſt the Hero diſengag'd, 
And, dreadful in Delay, the dubious Battle wag'd. 


XI. 


Now had the warlike Monarch reach'd the Throne; 
Before him, Conqueſt, horrid Conqueſt, went; 
* | Like fierce Bellona, Queen of Arms, ſhe ſhone; 
Beneath her ponderous Steps the Temple bent; 
An Iron Mace, with gorey Hands ſhe hent, 
Roll'd back, like broken Waves, the noiſy Crowd; 
Through the vaſt Court her thundering Voice ſhe ſent, 
And told, in lofty Terms, with Geſture proud, 
Of Cities wrapt in Flames, and Countrics drown'd in Blood. 


XII. With 
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XII. 
With her, tremendous, in the ſacred Dome 
The Pruffian Hero ſat, near Philip's Son, 
Near Annibal, relentleſs Foe of Rome ! 
Dark Attila, who all the Weſt o'er-run, 
And him who firſt the Rock Tarpean won, 
Proud Alarick : But, chief diſtinguiſh'd there, 
Zingis, and Timur, ſavage Tartars, ſhone ; 
Their horrid Conqueſts o'er the Walls appear, 
When groaning Alia paſs'd beneath the Edge of War. 


XIII. 
Them Frederick join d, nor yet his Battles ceas'd, 
Curſt with the dreadful Fame for which he fought; 


When lo, a YouTn, with nobler Triumphs grac'd, 


In equal Pomp, the Throne of Groa v ſought, 

Him Peace, and Commerce, to the Goddeſs brought; 

Britannia's victor Chiefs uphold his Train, 

Whom Lia ER, heroic Virtue, taught, 

Whoſe Arms controll'd aſpiring Bourbon's Reign, 
The Arbiters of Earth, the Sovereigns of the Main. 


2 
There, Clive, from India's conquer d Thrones return'd, 
Whoſe ſceptred Vaſſals own'd. his ſtern Commands; 


There, Amberſt, with an hundred Wreaths adorn'd 


Of ſavage Chiefs, who rul'd thoſe ſwarthy Bands, 
That haunt, like midnight Fiends, Canada's Lands; 
Boſcawen, there, with naval Honours crown'd, 
Ant Trophies gain'd near Lagos burning Sands; 
Victorious Hawke, from Conflans' Fall renown'd ; 


In Triumph Pocock ſtood; and martial Saunders frown'd. 


XV. Urg'd 
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Urg'd on to Battle, by his Country's Love, 
And the fair Fame by martial Deeds acquir'd, 
A youthful Briton ſhone the Reſt above; 
Twas Wolfe; by Freedom's holy Ardour fir'd, 
Like Rome's Marcellus mourn'd, the Chief expir'd; 
Pleas'd in the Arms of Victory to bleed, | 
Nor higher Guerdon his great Soul defir'd 
Than that which Albion grants heroic Deed, 

Her Senate's juſt Applauſe, his Virtuc's nobleſt Mecd. 


XVI. 

Nor Heroes, only, on their Monarch wait, 

To ſwell his Glories with a Conqueror's Name; 

But hoary Patriots, old in Cares of State, 

Superior Rank to martial Leaders claim, 

A nobler Triumph, and a juſter Fame : 

There many a Bard of Pr r, and Fx REDOM, ſings 

While grateful Nations their Applauſe proclaim; 

To BRUNswIck's Throne his Subjects“ Hearts he brings, 
An Offering ſeldom paid to Heroes, or to Kings. 


XVII. 
Thus, when in Grokx's Temple, radiant, ſtood 
BrITANNI1a's KixG, and gave the Nations Peace, 
Her favourite Son, with Smiles, the Goddeſs view'd, 
And next the Roman Scipio gave him Place, 
With Titus, the Delight of human Race; 
Far from thoſe Tyrants of the Earth remov'd, 
Whoſe ViQories their martial Fame diſgrace 
For Kings alone, who ſacred Juſtice lov'd, 
Benevolent to Man, the Power Divine approv'd. 


XVIII. Twas 
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XVIII. 


Twas then, a fair majeſtic Form drew nigh, 
Amidſt a Circle of Britannia's Peers; 
The ſacred Genius of bright LISER TY, 
Clad like a Nymph, that Wings of Silver bears, 
And plum d, as Hermes ſhooting from the Stars; 
Diamonds, and Gold, amidſt her Treſſes glow'd, 
The Hritiſb Croſs upon her Breaſt appears; | 
Like Una fair, amidſt the Dome ſhe ſtood; 
A Lion, dreadful fierce, behind the Maid I view'd.- | 


XIX. 


In Form like Ocean's awful Deities- | 
The Britiſb Sailors ſpread the noiſy Shore; | | | 
Inur'd to Storms, ſtern Natives of the Seas, | 
To Realms remote their victor Flags they bore, 
And bade, in every Clime, their Thunders roar; ; . = 
Marſhall'd they ſtood, a generous, fearleſs Train, 
From Ormus South, and Strands of rich Aurore, 
From every Stream that fills the Atlantic Main, 

Along whoſe deſert Coaſts the ſavage Indians reign., 


XX. 


Thoſe duſky Tyrants of their native Climes, 
That bow'd, rehactant, to the Britiſb Name, 
Alone of untam d Nature boaſt the Crimes; 
No poliſh'd Enmity their Souls enflame, 
Nor Murder, ſanctify'd by Gloxr's Name; 
Deſire's fierce Frenzy, in their Souls, is Love, 
Ambition, but a wild and barbarous Claim; 
While fierce in. Arms the ardent Rivals ſtrove, 
Sullen the Female ſtood amidſt the neighbouring Grove. 


XXI. Such 
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| XXI. 

Such was the State of old heroic Greece, 
Ere Helena the Phrygian Shepherd charm'd; 
Such Times gave Birth to many an Hercules; 
Againſt the Chiefs of wandering Tribes they arm'd, 
Whoſe Inroads oft their fenceleſs Towns alarm'd ; 
For captive Flocks they fought, and lovely Dames, 
Beauty, and Hate, the lawleſs Spoiler warm'd; 
Of ancient Songs the memorable Themes ; 

Now, in Oblivion loſt their long forgotten Names. 


XXII. 
When thus the Goddeſs, from her lofty Throne, 
The ſacred Form of LIBER addreſs'd 
O thou, that reign'ſt in Britiſh Hearts alone, 
Queen of this glorious Ifle! by Neptune grac'd 
* With Ocean Empire, on whoſe Shores are plac'd 
* The World's great Mart ; hence let the Nations know, 
And diſtant Crowns by A/bion's Friendſhip bleſt, 
That BrrTarix's KixnG hath ſpar'd the proſtrate Foe ; 
* That Heaven is pleas'd above, and Earth is ſafe below. 


XXIII. 


* Proclaim aloud the conquering Briton- Might, 

* To whom, in Arms, and Arts, the World muſt yield, 

* To rival States juſt Arbiters of Right, 

* Oft found ſuperior in the bloody Field, 

When their ſtrong War the Thrones of Kings upheld ; 

* The meaner Thirſt of Conqueſt far above, 

In Juſtice, Virtue, who the World excell d, 

While Albion's Nymphs each Hero's Truth approve ; 
* And they, who march to War for Empire, ſigh for Love. 


XXIV. Proclaim 
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* Proclaim his Worth who Albion's Sceptre ſways, 
« Strong in his Armies, ſtronger in his Fleet; 
* Whoſe wiſe Beheſts the Britiſb World obeys, 
Great in her Treaſures, in her Freedom great; 
* How ſure his Bliſs! how permanent his State! 
* His ſpreading Map each Year ſhall larger grow, 
New Crowns, new Empires his Acceptance wait; 
© While Oceans in his circling Kingdoms flow, 

* And undiſcover'd Lands to him Obedience owe. 


XXV. 


* Proclaim his Power, the Injur'd to redreſs, 
* Bytyrant Foes his Juſtice uncontroll d, 
His Love of Mercy, and Delight in Peace, 
How his brave Chiefs chaſtis d the Vain, and Bold 
* Where, King of Gau/! thine haughty Vaunts of old, 
* Thy regal Fortune, oft in Danger try'd, 
Thy Conqueſts, Triumphs, by thy Poets told? 
| * How haſt thou bow'd in Duſt thy ſtubborn Pride! 
And laid the Warrior's Wreath, inglorious Prince, aſide! 
XXVI. 
What grateful Thanks to him ſhould Europe pay, 
* For Half her States from Deſolation freed ? 
* Who, for her Welfare, gave new Worlds away, 
* And bade the diſtant Combat ceaſe to bleed. 
* Behold! Germania rears her drooping Head, 
* And ſmiles; her Sons triumphant Arches raiſe, 
Rich with his Wars, by reſcued States decreed, 
To teach their wondering Sons a Monarch s Praiſe, 
a And furniſh all their Bards with Themes for lofty Lays.” 


G g XXVII. The 
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XXVII. 


The Goddeſs thus great BRUNSswICE's Fame diſplay'd, 
New Shouts of Triumph through the Temple riſe; 
The glittering Throngs with Wonder I ſurvey'd, 
Whoſe vaſt Applauſes ſhook the vaulted Skies ; 
The Powers of Air, and Ocean's Deities : 

At length the radiant Viſion fades away, 

Like a thin Cloud that from the Horizon flies, 

On whoſe white ſkirts, the Sun with golden Ray, 
Flings the reſplendent Blaze of ſwift departing Day. 


XXVIII. 
Hail, Windſor ! Hail, ye venerable Shades! 
New Triumphs for your mighty King prepare, 
Spread, ye vaſt Woods, and ſmile, ye opening Glades, 
Hither, ſhall BRI TAINx's Mon aRcu oft repair, 
Amidſt the Circle of the Brave, and Fair, 
Far from the Toils of State, the Pride of Power; 
As the fierce Eagle, Ruler of the Air, 
Reſigns the Thunder, when Heaven's Wars are o'er, 
Dwells in the vernal Grove, or haunts the peaceful Shore. 


E P I F- A P H 
On a MAN who had a very WIDE MovurTE. 


ERE lies a Man, (fo Heaven me fave) 


Whoſe Mou TH was WIDE as is his GR AvE: / 
Reader. tread lightly on this Sod 
For, if he AES, you 're gone, by ö 


SAPPHIC 
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INSCRIBED 10 


Mis BARBARA MONTGOMERY. 


I. To te M U S E. 


ISTRESS of the breathing Lyre, 
Fair Queen of Harmony divine, 
Fill with thy celeſtial Fire 
Every Line! 


Teach my Numbers to reveal 
The Flame that in my Boſom glows, 
All the fancied Joys I feel, | 
All the Woes. 


Thou inſpire the tender Lay 
Fair Chloe will the Verſe approve ! 
All is innocent and gay; 
All is Loye, 


II. 
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Ge 


ENCE leads the feſtive Dance ! 


The genial Sun appears 


And ſee the roſy Srxixe advance, 


Smiling in Tears! 


Barth i n hor Ghomas ae ths: 


How lovely is the Scene ! 


| 'The Primroſe buds ; and every Tree 


Is cloath'd in Green 


See the wild, the feather d 


Aſſembled in the Grove 


Hark how they ſing! And all the Song 


Is Joy, and Love! 


III. Iris 
| AIREST of Nature's Works, and beſt, 
Why this unkind Delay ? 
Pity the Torment in my Breaſt! 


O come away 
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The Breath of Morn exhales Perfume! 

All Nature ſmiles! And ſee ! 

The Flowers with fairer Luſtre bloom 

They bloom for thee ! 


Come, then, and taſte the flowery Breeze 
With Rapture fill my Breaft! 
Ah gently ſmile my Heart to Eaſe! 
Charm me to Reſt!' 


FV. On S UM M E R. 


HE Spring's enchanting Beauty flies 
Before the Breath of Mar; 
And all Earth's flowery Treaſures riſe 
Blaſhing to Day. 


How beauteous ſhines the empurpled Mead! 
How lovely bloom the Flowers ! 
And ſee! the roſy Graces lead 
The dancing Hours! 
The Sun infpires a Joy divine 
Through all the beanteous Scene 
And light-wing'd Peace, and Pleaſure join 


V. To 


2 
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V. The A:L'L U.S ILO N 


EAUTY blooms on every 'Thorn ! 
Lovely ſhew the Fields to View ! 
Fair the Bluſh of riſing Morn ! 
| Fairer you! 


Sweet the Flowers, in rich Array, 
| Pearled o'er with Morning Dew ! 


Sweet the Breath of infant May! 


Sweeter You! 


Mild the Breeze that fans the Grove! 
Mild the feather'd Nation too ! 
Mild the Voice of happy Love ! 
| Milder yov ! 


VI. On--:A DU 1 U MEN. 


EHOLD the roſy Summer flies: 
AvTvumn ſucceeds, all bluſhing fair! 
How gay the Fields! How clear the Skies ! 


How ſtill the Air! 


Col] 


See how the Earth in Smiles is clad! 
How hot the Sun's meridian Rays ! 
O ſhelter me in yonder Shade 
From the full Blaze! 


Soft wafted on her purple Wings, 

Fair Health bids every Sorrow ceaſe ; 
And, lo! the yellow HarvesrT brings 
Plenty, and Peace! 


VII. To CHLOE 


IME 's-on the Wing, and will away—— 
- Behold the Roſe that ſcents the Skies! 
Its bluſhing Beauties ſwift decay ; 
| It fades, it dies. 


The Violet ſinks upon the Plain; 
The Trees their leafy Honours ſhed : 
How dull the Scene! 


Since Time has Wings, and will away, 
Do thou the preſent Hour improve 
O, while you can, devote the Day 


To Mirth, and Love 


On 


vi a WINTER 


PRING, Sammer, Autumn, all are fled ; 
And Wix r ER, with a Face of Tears, 
Wrapt up in Clouds her aged Head, 
Sullen appears! 


Her icy Mantle, ſee, ſhe throws 
Oer yon tall Mountain's miſty Head! 
Th' impriſon d Stream no longer flows 
Nature is dead 


How al the Proſpect Nature yields! „ 
How bleak, and loud, the North-winds blow! 
How cold the Air! How fad the Fields, 
| | Cover'd with Snow! 


n 0 


ONTENT, and Joy, no more, retir'd 
To this dull melancholy Seat, 
Baniſh'd from all my Soul admir'd, 
How hard my Fate! 
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See! Sorrow hangs on every Flower 
Soft ſigh the Rivers as they flow ; 
And pitying Nature in a Shower 
Laments my Woe! 


But, would my CnLox bleſs the Scene, 
How ſoon would every Grief decay 
Nature again would ſmile ſerene ; + 
. Winter look gay 


XJ. %ͤ%tꝓꝓ.VT E N T. 


UEEN of every gay Delight 
Q Fair Child of Innocence, and Love / 


Hither wing thy airy Flight, 
' Hither move 


With thee bring thy La Train, 
Gay Happineſs, and Length of Days, 
Pleaſures pure, and Foys ſerene, 
Laughing Eaſe! 


Baniſh Sorrow ! Baniſh Strife ! 
O baniſh heart-corroding Care ! 
Soften every Grief of Life | 
„ ulld Deſpair! 


Hh | AN 


mn 
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1 E G Y, 
WarrTTEN IN THE Year 1751. 


0 IS Night, dead Night, and now no buſy Sound 
Is heard along the melancholy Plains, 
No Foot beats hollow o'er the vaulted Ground, 
But through the World a penſive Stillneſs reigas : 


Loſt all the Noiſe and Hurry of the Day, 
| A death-like Silence in the Stead remains ; 
Save that the Nightingale, from yonder Spray, 
Pours o'er the Vale her fadly-pleaſing Strains: 


Save that, from out the ivy-wreathed Tower, 
The hoarſe Owl wings her ſolitary Flight, 

And, ſhelter'd in the Gloom of yonder Bower, 
Tolls the flow Knell of melancholy Night: 


Save that the Beaſts, which graze on yon blue Hill, 
Anſwer each other, ſolemn, ſad, and ſlow ; 

Save the hoarſe Chiding of the neighbour Mill, 
And the rough Cadence of the Stream below. 
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The Moon, fair Regent of the ſilver Night, 
With all the ſtarry Glories in her Train, 

Wide o'er the Earth extends her peerleſs Light, 
And ſpreads her lucid Mantle to the Main. 


Loſt in the Effulgence of reflected Day, 

Through Heaven's pure azure not a Cloud is ſeen ; 
The Trees all glitter in the dancing Ray; 
= dapper Elves trip lightly o'er the Green. 


Sleep o'er the World her drowzy Poppies ſtrews, 
And univerſal Nature owns her Sway ; 

The Village-Hind, diffolv'd in ſoft Repoſe, 
Forgets the Labours, and the Cares of Day. 


All Nature refts——But I no Reſt can know 
For Sleep abhors the Manſions of Deſpair ; 

« Swift on her downy Pinions flies from Woe, 
And lights on Lids unſullied with a Tear.” 


To-morrow's Dawn tears all my Joys away ; 
To-morrow's Dawn EL1za muſt depart 
Yet, Reaſon, yet a little, hold thy Sway, 
Swell not my Eye, O burſt not yet my Heart 


Think not to cheat me now, as oſt before, 

With the vain Hope that I may yet be bleſt. — 
O no never can be cheated more, 

Nor ever more can my torn Soul have Reſt! 


Through Time's dark Womb no diſtant Joy I ſee— 
No Ray of Hope breaks through the Cloud of Care— 
No Hours of Bliſs are there reſerv'd for me— 
* Tis fix'd—'tis paſt - tis. abſolute Deſpair!” 
Hh 2 


O Pain 
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O Pain to think ſo generous, and fo kind, 
Joy of each Eye, and every Heart's Deſire, 

The gentleſt Manners, and the nobleſt Mind, 

All female Softneſs, and all manly Fire 


Yet ſhe is loſt What now can grateful prove? 
All-gracious Heaven, what Equal can be found ?— 
No other Fair can match my widow'd Love 
Eden is loſt The Reſt is common Ground. 


Riſe, riſe, ye Winds! Blow, blow, thou ſurly Eaſt! 
To the loud Blaſt let the wide Foreſt roar! 
Let the Sea ſwell, and frown a horrid Waſte! 


And the big Waves burſt dreadful on the Shore? 


What have I ſaid?:—— Alas! had I my Will, 
Each ruder Motion of the Waves ſhould ceaſe ; 
The Storm ſhould reſt, each ſurly Wind be till ; 
And every Heart—if poſſible - be Peace. 


Ve guardian Powers (if any Powers there are 

Whoſe watchful Eye o'erſees the Good and Fair) 
Protect her ſtill! O guard her from afar 

O make ELIZ A your peculiar Care! 


If foft-ey'd Innocence, devoid of Art, 


If Modeſty can pleaſe, if Beauty charms, 
If lovelieſt Manners can engage tbe Heart, 
If Worth demands your Care, if Virtue warms, 


O guard from all the Dangers of the Seas 


The richeſt Freight that ever Veſſel bore! 
Let each loud Wind ſoft ſink into a Breeze, 


And bid the Thunder of the Storm be oer 


( agg 
Loſt to all Joy, though Nought to me remains, 
But Melancholy, Frenzy, and Deſpair , 


Though, like a tender Flower o'er-charg'd with Rains, 
My Heart bends low beneath a Weight of Care; 


Still be thou bleſs d with all that Heaven can ſend, 
'Till wearied Nature ſhall her Charge reſign ! 
Lov'd in thy Life, lamented in thy End, 
Truth's fair Reward, and Virtue's Prize be thine! 


My Prayer is heard: - But, ſoft what Gleam of Light 
Gilds yon dun Tower, and dapples all the Eaſt ?— 

To the gray Dawn all hail !——Farewell to Night! 
Here, not my Sorrow, but my Muſe muſt reſt. 


AN E XxX Tü̃ͤ F © $ 


HE Gods, in Pity to Mankind, 
Sweet Fair | that Judgement ſent , 
Yet, Cupid like, tho' now you are blind, 
"Twill not our Fate prevent. 


While we have Eyes, alas! twere vain 
To boaſt our Hearts our own ; * 

Reſiſtleſs, ſtill you'll there maintain 
A ſure, unrivall'd Throne. 


N 
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To a Youxne Lavy whoſe Eyes were muffled on Account of a Cold. 


A NEW 
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NEW and ACCURATE 


%%% ©..10M 
OF THE 


FIRST BOOK or HOMER's ILIAD 


Tus AR ee 


DURING the Siege of Troy, one Chryſes, Chaplain to a neutral Lord of that 
Country,. cometh to the Camp of the Greeks, to ranſom. his Daughter, who had been 
taken by one of their Parties, and was in the Poſſeſſion of Agamemnon, their General : But 
he, being unwilling to part with his Captive, ſendeth her Father away, with ill Language, 
and Threats. Chryſes carrieth his Complaznts to the young Lord Apollo, his Patron; who 
being an ingenious Chymiſt, had found out the Art of making White- Powder.“ This Lord 
reſenting 


* By ſome called Still- Powder. According to the Account of the gold-making Alchymiſts 
of former Days, it had all the Properties of Gun-Powder, excepting that of cauſing a loud 
Exploſion. As the Chymiſts of this Age acknowlege that they have not the Recipe for pre. 
paring it, it is much to be lamented that Penciro/lus maketh no Mention of it, in his moſt uſe- 
ful and moſt comfortable Treatiſe,---De Artibus perditis. | 
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reſenting the Inſult offered to bis Chaplain, ſbooteth a great Number of the Greeks. At laſt” 
Achilles (the Son of a Lady of great Quality, by a private Gentleman, and the moſt gallant 
Officer in the whole Army) maketh this whole Affair be examined in the Preſence of the Ge- 
neral, and of all the Troops : And, an old Fellow, who bad been in the Service of the Peer, 
and knew his Temper, diſcovereth the Myſtery. This enrageth Agamemnon againſt bim, 
and again Achilles, whom be ſuſpetied (perbaps not without Reaſon) of baving ſet the old 
Man on declaring a Thing fo prejudicial to his Amour. Hyuever, be ſendeth back bis fair 
Lady, for the Welfare of bis Army; but, out of Pique, taketh Achilles's MA from him. 
Achilles telleth this to bis Nurſe, who was ſettled in that Part of the World; and, know- 
ing that ſbe had: ſome Iutereſt with one Jove, who kept a noted-Public-Houſe near the Camp ; 
he ſendeth her to him with a Requeſt, which, be knew, would grve the Trojans a great Ad- 
vantage over the Greeks. His Nurſe ſucceedeth in ber Cmmiſſion . But Juno, Jove's- 
Wife, is very angry with ber Huſband for complying with Nurſe's Requeſt. grey Mare 
wt being the better Horſe, in. that Family, Juno is in great Danger of rough Uſage from 
Jove : By good Luck for ber, her natural Son endeavoureth to pacify them; and, by bis 
awkward. Figure, and filly Speech on that Occafion, turneth their Quarrel into Morronent, A 
and ſetteth all thoſe, who were by, in-a continued Laughter, Among the Reft, Jove grow- 
eth ſo good-bumoured and generous, that be treateth the whole Company with Wine and- 
Mic; and, at laft, be and bis Wife go moſt Iovingly'and comfortably to Bed, leaving the- 
young People below-flarrs, i; n they fouls hut proper. 


A NE W 
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A NEW AND ACCURATE 


* A N S L. A ro 


O ME, Clio, ſing (if ſuch your Will is) 
The laſting Frolicks of Achilles ; 
That haughty Knight, whoſe ſurly Tricks 
| Brought heavy Baſtings on the Greeks; 
| 5 Hurling their Souls down Nuto's Stairs, 
Before they 'd Time to ſay their Prayers ; 
; While Hounds devour'd their Fleſh above: 
IR Thanks to the bleſſed Whim of Jove. 
Sh What made the Knight and General quarrel? 
Had they been broaching ſome new Barrel? 


No: one Latona's Baſtard-ſon 
Caus'd all the Miſchief that was done : 
1 His Father's Name —another Time, 
| I'll bring it better into Rhyme— 
White-Powder was this Spark's Invention : 
(No Doubt, with villainous Intention) 
And, being angry with our Chief, 
He ſhot his Soldiers, like a Thief; 
Becauſe his Chaplain, proud, and chuff, 
Had not been us'd with Form enough : 
For, hearing that his Child and Heir 
Was gone, by Fortune de Ia Guerre, 
He brought an Hamper of Champaign, 
To get poor ſtolen Miſs again ; 
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Shewing (to make his Suit the better) 

His Tippet, and his Chaplain's Letter : 

And, with an awkward, cringing Scrape, 

(Us'd, to this Day, by Men in Crape) | 
Harangu'd one Red-Coat, then another ; - 
But moſt, the General, and his 1 
Heaven ſend you may cut Priam's Weezon ; 
And get Home ſafe, in proper Seaſon: * 
* But, firſt, give me my Peg again—— 

« "Tis worth your While—here' $ right Champaign—— 
But, if you don't——ſce what will follow 

For I belong to Lord Apollo.” 


Now all their Chaps began ta water 
They cried, * Pray give the Man his Daughter 
* Let us all take one hearty Swallow, 
g And drink an Health to"that ee, 


But Agamemnon (who, 'tis plain, 
Lov'd Pullet better than Champaign) 
Roar'd out, in haſty, furious Dudgeon—— 

* Begone, you muſty, old Curmudgeon —— 
* Should you, at any Time, appear, 

Now, or hereafter, ſneaking here 
Not all thoſe Badges of a Chaplain - 
* Shall ſave you from an oaken Saplin. 
As for your Peg, I'll make her ſtray 
Over the Hills and far away: 
And when, at Home, I 'm in Repoſe, 
She ll rub my Shins, and dearn my Hoſe: 
So, vex me not—but, if you ve Senſe— 
* Carry away your Bones hence. 


Old Chryſes (for that was his Name) 
nnn. nor lame: 
: 
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Away the frightned Parſon flew, 

And never ſtopp d to bid Adieu; 

But went, and laid before his Lord 

The whole Tranſaction, Word for Word; 
Adding theſe Grains of Adulation, 

To give full Weight to his Narration 
Moſt noble Lord, by whoſe Protection 

I often have eſcap d an Action; 

* Who, with a wife, and powerful Hand, 

© Defend the Tenants on your Land; 
Inventor of the fly Device 

To drive away marauding Mice; 

* If ever I have torn my Breeches, 

In hunting with you over Ditches; 

* Or entertain'd you at Backgammon, 

© When I ſhould read Pyideaux, or Hammond; 
* Uſe your Still-Powder in my Favour, 
And bring the Greeks to good Behaviour. 


The heinous Breach of Privilege 
Put the young Peer in ſuch a Rage, 
That Home he weat, and, in a Crack, 
Brought down his Muſket from the Rack, 
With Powder-horn, and Store of Ball, 
To play the Puck amongſt them all: 
The Neighbours ſtar d, who heard him rattle 
With all his Implements of Battle. 


This happening on a foggy Day, 
Perdu, behind an Hedge he lay; 
And, by the Advantage of his Shelter, 
Let fly his Comfits, helter ſkelter. 
Firſt, ſtraying Hens, and Dogs, he hit; 
But that was only Sport, 'as yet : 
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For, after he had charg'd again, 

He tipp'd, at once, whole Files of Men: 
And this he did nine Days together, 
Being befriended by the Weather; 

So that the drunken Sexton ſwore, 

He never far'd ſo well before. 


At laſt, Achilles made a Clatter, 
Inſiſting they ſhould ſift the Matter. 
One Mother Juno ſeat the Hint 
Of what thoſe murdering Doings meant: 
For ſhe had ſpied them from her Garret, 
And loy'd to prattle like a Parrot. 
Beſides, where could ſhe get a Groat, 

If all her Red-coats went to Pot? 


Achilles, thus inform d, begun 
General, it 's Time for us to run. 
* The Tro/ans, and Apollo haunt us: 
Enough, in Conſcience, for to daunt us. 
© If we ſtay here, we ſurely fall; 
For, two to one are Odds at Ball. 
However, firſt, conſult ſome Wizard, 
To know what frets Apollo's Gizzard: 
* Or, aſk ſome Witch of noted Skill; 
Or even ſome Gipſy, if you will: 
For even Gipſies often tell us 
* Some Things which in our Youth befel us. 
Perhaps the haughty Peer reſents 
* That on his Land we pitch our Tents; 
Or elſe he takes it ill of you, 
© That you have ſent no how d ye do- 


This ſaid, up comes a cunning Shaver, 
And much in Lord Apollo's Favour, 
1i 2 
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Who having taught him many Tricks, 
Let him earn Pence among the Greeks. 
He knew how long next June would laſt, 


And whether it was come, or paſt; 
Or, could pronounce a Shower at Hand, 
When he felt Rain upon his Band: 
And, therefore, was in conſtant Pay, 
To tell them when to make their Hay. 
For this he lov'd the Greeks like Pye: 
(And ſo, perhaps, would you, or I) 
So, having made ſome little Pauſe, 
Larded with prudent Hums, and Haws, 
He thus began— My worthy Knight, 
* I'm ſure that I can ſet you right. 
But, firſt, pray let me make you ſwear 
To be my Bail in this Affair: 

For, there ''s a certain Perſon here, 
* Whoſe damping Frowns | hugely fear: 
* And when great Folks once take a Spite— 
Poor Devils always ſuffer by t: 
A Day, or two, their Spleen they Il hide well; 
Then, in a Whiff—away to Bridewell. 
But, if your Honour takes my Part, 
* I'll do the Job with all my Heart.” 


To this the valiant Knight replied— 
Old Thrifty, I'll ſecure your Hide. 
(For, courteous Reader, you muſt know, 
The merry Soldiers call'd him ſo) 

* Speak, then: For, by yon' Luminary, 
Guide of all Matters ſublunary, 

* While I can ſtand upon my Toes, 

* No Man ſhall pluck you by the Noſe : 
No, not our bluſtering Truncheoneer, 
* Who rules the Roaſt, at preſent, here. 
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This having cur'd his Palpitation, 
He thus reſum'd his wiſe Oration 
* You quite miſtake, my worthy Maſters, 
The Cauſe of all theſe late Diſaſters. 
Apollo doth not care a Farthing 
For Treſpaſs on his Land, or Garden 
And, as to any how d' ye do, ö 
He values that but little, too. | 
* No: 'tis our General's rude Behaviour, 
(For I muſt ſay ſo—under Favour) 
And keeping of his Chaplain's Daughter, 
Occaſions all this dreadful Slaughter. N 
* So, be advis'd: Send back again | 
The Parſon's Peggy; and Champaign ; 
And make the Peer fome handſome Preſents 
* Of Woodcocks, Ortolans, and Pheaſants : 
Perhaps he will become your Friend; 
And fo each Side will gain their End. 


This put the Chief in ſuch a Flutter, 
That he began to froth and ſputter : 
Tell me' (he cried) old Succubus, 
What makes you always uſe me thus? 
* You 're ever forming ſome Deſign, 
* +hly to injure me, or mine, 
* By whiſpering your malicious Chat. 
[My poor Child Fenny's Caſe for that.] 
And, now, you trump up this Affair, 
Merely to make me odious here. 
« I own my Spouſe be'nt half ſo pretty 
« As this young Captive nor ſo witty. 
© Beſides, my Lady 's ſomewhat old; 
* And, now and then is apt to ſcold. wy 
© Yet, 
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Vet, I will ſhew 'tis all Aſperſion, 
That I loſe Men for my Diverſion : 
For, rather than to bear the Blame, 

* I'll ſend the Girl from whence ſhe came. 
* But you muſt make me ſome Amends; 
Or elſe expect we ſhan't be Friends. 


How make Amends? (replied Achilles) 

| That Matter much above your Skill js. 

Wi * When Convents happen in our Way, 

| | ach takes his Nun that very Day; 

11 We make an honeſt Dividend; 

i * And when that 's done—why there' s an End. 
Could you, with Conſcience, aſk your Men 
* To raffle for their Girls again, 

| After they have ſo bravely fought, 

| To get a Wench, and earn——a Groat! 

* Pray now, for once, behave yourſelf: 

Send off this young, unlucky Elf: 

1 And, the next Covey we lay hand on, 

A Brace, or two, you may depend on. 


Thank you for Nothing, Sir; (fays th' other) 
That won't do, though you were my Brother. 
« Think you that I will lie alone, 

« While you have Doxies of your own ? 
Sir Sophiſter, I Il let you know, 

No Man alive ſhall fool me ſo. 

Get me a Laſs, fair, clean, and tight: 
Find ſuch an one——and all is right. 


« I'll help myſelf - you may depend ont 
And he whoſe Miſs J take away, 
Will curſe his Stars, as ſure as Day, 


But, if you don't—then mark the End on 't— 


But 
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© But—more of this when I'm at Leifure— 
« Meantime, it is my Will and Pleaſure 
To have the Damſel ſent away, 
On a clean Cart, well ſtuff d with Hay; 
That the poor Girl may fit with Eaſe on t; 
And, in her Lap the aforeſaid Preſent. 
© A Score of Men, and ſome old Serjeant, 


* Muſt ſee this done, and have the Charge ont: 


© Or, rather you, whole gallows Face 
May ſcare Apollo into Peace. 


© The D— take your Face and Eyes“ 


(Enrag'd Achilles ſtraight replies) 

© Is this the Way you honour Merit! 
Can you expect that Men of Spirit 
Will riſque their Bones againſt the Foe, 
If they muſt be rewarded ſo? 

The Trojans never ſtole my.GeelE ; 
My Cocks and Hens all rooſt in Peace: 
For I'm ſecur'd from any Harm, 

By double Fences round my Farm. 

But I came here, and ſo did others, 

* Merely to ſerve two thankleſs Brothers, 
For, though we bravely take your Part, 
* You think our Help not worth a F=—. 
* Nay, what is worſe, you even hinted, 

© That my Diverſion ſhould be ſtinted : 
Though when I do ſome grand Affair 

I never get a Neighbour's Share; 

* You chuſe a Dame in rich Brocade: 

* I take up with ſome homely Maid. 


But 


An Expreſſion, more uſed by the Rabble of Lend, than it was in the Days of Acbiller. 


- 
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But, ſince I find you uſe me ſo, 
* Back to my Village will I go; 
* Where I ſhall meet with no ſuch Uſage, 
And venture neither Wound, nor Bruiſaze : 
Then, if I am not much miſtaken, 

* You'll find it hard to ſave your Bacon. 


Vamp off (ſays th' other) when you will: 
* I'll have enough to help me ſtill ; 
* And chiefly he, whoſe grumbling Thunder 
Can keep rebellious Raſcals under. 
Of all who fight by my Commiſſion, 
* You're ever foremoſt in Sedition : 
For you re a Buffer always rear'd in 
The brutal Pleafures of Bear- garden. 
* If you are active, tall, and brawny, 
And hardy, like an Highland Sawny ; 
* Thoſe Qyalities, no Doubt, were given, 
* For nobler Ends, by bounteous Heaven. 
Command at Home, your vermin Crew; 
* I value neither them, nor you. 2 
But, mind my Words—I vow and ſwear, 
* As ſure as I give up my Fair; 
* So ſurely ſhall you ſee me come, 
* With Pikes advanc'd, and Beat of Drum; 
And (without faying——by your Leave) 
« I'll carry off your Favourite Slave ; 
That ſturdy Mutineers may ſee 
What tis to cock their Hats at me., 


* Now' (thought Achilles) * ſhall 1 ec 
* Shall I diſpatch this monſtrous Brute? 
* Or ſhall I ſwallow down my Spittle, 
And try to cool my Spleen a little? 
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But, while he ſtood thus, ſhall I—ſhall I, 
(His Sword half out) in comes one Poly, 
An artful Wench, by Juno ſent, 

The impending Miſchief to prevent: 

She tipp'd his Back—with much 

He turn'd, and ſaw her roguiſh Eyes. 
My old Acquaintance! (faid the Knight) 
Are you come here, to ſee us fight? 

In Half a Minute, I I be bound, 

« You ll ſee him ſprawing on the Ground. 


* I'm come”, (ſaid ſhe) * in Juno's Name, 
Jo tell you, you are both to blame. 
* She loves you both, and dreads to ſee 
Two Cuſtomers at Sneeger-ſnee: * 
. Scold, if you will, and rant, and vapour ; 
But ſheath that ugly, frightful Rapier : 
© As far as I can underſtand, 
He'll foon aſk Pardon, Cap in Hand." 


Well: (quoth the Knight) * then, be it fo: 
I will not make your Dame my Foe: 
For, thoſe, who humour Mother Juno, 
Get the firſt Choice of- Goods that you know. | 


Poll, having tafm'd her ſtubborn Mule, 
She ſtraight return'd to Juno s School. 
But, ill, the Knight, in feveriſh State, 
Was parch'd within by wrathful Heat ; 
And therefore us'd the following Vomit, 


In Hopes to get ſome Cooling from it. 


Kk * You 
* Fighting with Knives: which Cuſtom is ill in great Requeſt among the Dutch, 
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Tou drunken Cur ! you daſtard Heart? 
* You finely act a General's Part 
* Fighting was never yet your Trade, 
* In open Field, or Ambuſcade. 
So far you re wile : Tis ſafer here, 
To prate, and puff, and domineer ; 
« Feathering your Neſt, by plundering thoſe 
Who dare your lordly Will oppoſe. 
* You Canibal! had Soldiers Senſe, 
This ſhould have been your laſt Offence. 
* But, now, I ſwear an Oath, by far 
© The ſtrongeſt us'd in Forms of War- 
* By this round, taper Partizan, 
* Plann'd by a ſkilful Artizan, | 
* Whorent it from its parent Tree; 
* (As 1, henceforth, am rent from thee) 
* And ſuch as careful Captains keep; 
* To ſtab a Foe, or ſtick a Sheep; 
« This honeſt, valiant, neryous Fiſt 
* By Greece, and you, will ſoon be miſs'd. 
When Hector flays your Men by Dozens, 
* You 'Il wiſh, we ſtil} were Cater-Couſins: 
For, when you cringe, and whine, and baw}, 
* I 'll only ſay ——P--x take you all.” 


Having thus ended his Harangue, 
He threw his Pike with ſcornful Bang, 
Down on the Ground, as who ſhould ſay —— 
There's my Commiſſion daſh'd away. 


And now, the Chief, in furious Heat, 
Would have return'd his Billing s-gate , 
When mild and prudent Neftor roſe, 
Fearing the two might come to Blows. 
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His Looks, and Tongue were ſoft as Satin ; 
And every Word he ſpoke came pat in; 
Thrice thirty Years he d ſcratch'd his B—m ; 
Yet was as ſound as any Drum. 


* Odſbuds' (ſaid he) © theſe: madcap Tricks 

Will prove the Ruin of the Greeks. - 

Doubtleſs, it will be dainty Sport 

To Priam, and to all his Court, 

FTo hear that the two Cocks of Greece 

Can't find the Way to live in Peace. 

* Be rul'd: I 've Wrinkles in my nether- 

Parts, more than your's, both put together. 

* When I was young, your Betters paid 

A great Regard to what I ſaid: 

For I ſhall never ſee again 

Such jolly kick - and-cuffing Men: 

One of them could have maul d, with Eaſe, 

Ten Fribbles of the modern Days. 

© Yet, when their Schemes were out of Joint, 

They aſk'd my Thoughts upon the Point. 

Do you the ſame; you both will find 

That Leading greatly helps the Blind. 

Imprimis, General, don't bereave him 

Of the Bed-fellow th' Army gave him. 

Next, Sir Achilles, you re but young; 

* So learn to keep a civil Tongue: 

For, though you are a valiant Don, 

And an high Dutcheſs calls you Sonn 
XK Rk 2 * Compariſons 


* I have deſignedly omitted the rumbling Catalogue of ancient Heroes, mentioned by Ne/- 
tor, in this Place; leſt a long String of ſuch FHhurlotbrumbo-Names ſhould wound the delicate 
Ears of gentle Beaux. 
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« Compariſons will never do, 

Between ſo great a Man, and you: 
For you but act as Brigadeer; 

But he is Grand Veldt-Marſhal here. 
General, your Prudence will ſuffice you; 
© You don't want others to adviſe you: 
Therefore, conſult your own Diſcretion ; 
And leave this Vouth to my Correction; 
For, after all, you cannot ſay, 

But that he fully earns his Pay. 


Quoth Agamemnon Not to flatter, 
* Your Speech was fraught with uſeful Matter; 
But he muſt always bounce, and heQor, 
And ſet up here for chief Director. 
That Man, indeed, muſt be a true Sage, 
Who can ſubmit to ſuch vile Uſage. 
* What though his Fiſt be hard and brawny, 
* Muſt I, forſooth, be made his Zany ? 


Says th' other, Call me Ragamuffi n, 
When I am daunted by your Huffing. 
* Frighten your Slaves with Noiſe and Squablling 
I value not your ſenſeleſs Babbling. 
But, hear what I ſhall tell your Honours — 
« A Gift demanded by the Donors 
* I ſcorn to keep; and ſpurn away 
What you beſtow d me th' other Day. 
No more the Son of Hus draws 
© His Sword in any Strumpet's Caufe. 
But, as for you, illuſtrious Chief, 
« If you attempt to play the Thief, 
And venture other Things to rifle, 
Although it were the ſmalleſt Trifle ; 
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« My Sword ſhall bore a Hole to reach 
« Down from your Navel to your Br—.* 


This Squabble ended, up they got, 
Each, to put down his Spit, or Pot. 
But Agamemnon ſtraightway ſeat” 

For ſmart Wyſſes th Adjutant, 

And gave him Orders to convoy 

The Preſents, and the female Toy. 

This Buſineſs done, he gave Direction 
To guard the camp againſt Infection, 

By ſweeping all the Filth away, 

Blood, Lints, and Plaiſters, in the Sea: 
Which being finiſh'd; down they fat, 

To eat, and drink, and laugh, and chat: 


The Chief, as angry as at firſt, 
Determin'd, now, to do his worſt. 
He had two Drummers, uſeful Imps, 
Yclept, in th' old, mean Idiom—-Pimps ;. 
But, now, by Men in higher Spheres, 
Call'd—Confidents ; ſometimes —Premiers : 
Theſe Girl-hounds he diſpatch'd away, 
Knowing them keen at female Prey. 
Go, bid' (faid he) young Colonel Bluff 
* Send me his Girl—and that's enough : 
For, if he dares demur, or grumble, 
Superior Force ſhall make him humble. 


Away they went in doleful Plight, 
Dreading the Choler of the Knight. 
At laſt, they found him by his Tent ; 
But durſt not tell him what they meant: 
Yet, as a Drum 's a martial Warrant, 
He gueſs'd, with Eaſe, their odious Errand. 
Says he, I much reſpe& your Office; 
* For, who can drum, and pimp, no Oaf is. 

| I blame 
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© I blame you not, my Lads; draw near: 


Too well I-know-your Buſineſs here 
* This Friend of mine ſhall bring the Laſs — 
But tell your Maſter he 's an Aſs. 

He might reflect (th' ungrateful Beaſt!) 

* That he will want me all in Haſte: 

* And then, by——but I will forbear ; 

For none but Bullies love to ſwear. 


Scarce had he ſaid this, when his Friend 
Led out the Damſel by the Hand. 
Away ſhe went in ſilent Dumps, 
Oblig'd to trudge it on her Stumps: 
While the Knight's Eyes, in plenteous Tide, 
Pour'd forth the Venom of his Pride. a 


He had a Nurſe, who, as they ſay, 
Was famous for her Curds and Whey; 
And, being cleanly, would not fail, 
Twice in a Day, to ſcour her Pail. 
The Spot he knew, and thither went, 
To tell her all his Diſcontent ; 
And, as he ſtood above the Stairs, 
He blended thus his Plaints, and Prayers 
* Heaven ſend that Death may end my Trouble, 
Rather than I ſhould live a Bubble: 
* Inſtead of getting double Pav, 
The Chief has forc'd my Girl away. 


The Nurſe, who heard her Son lament, 
Left there her Pail, and up ſhe went; 
Half hid in ambient Steams of Sweat, 
She hugg'd and kiſs'd her blubbering Pet 
* Who vex'd my Child? Come, tell me true, 
* That I may cry, as well as you.” 
© You 
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* You know' (ſaid he) the greater Part 
* Of what torments my aking Heart : 
But, ſince you want to hear it twice, 
I will diſpatch it in a Trice.” 


So, he recounted every Battle ; 
What Towns he took, and how much Cattle; 
And, laſtly, how it came to paſs, 
That he had gain'd——and loſt his Laſs. 
And now' (ſaid he) I well remember, 
(Some Holyday, in laſt December, 
As we ſat by the Fire to heat us, 
Roaſting our Shins, and ſome Potatoes: 
* Your Goodman, too, I m ſure, was by; 
And he can tell as well as I) 
I heard you boaſt how, on a Day, 
* When you went out to cry your Whey, 
* Juſt paſſing by the Houſe of Fove, 
* You heard a dreadful Noiſe above ; 
And, going up, you ſaw, at once, 
Three Rogues (who would have built a Sconſe*). 
Falling upon their helpleſs Hoſt, 
Whom they were tying to a Poſt. 
* You ran with all the Legs you had, 
And call'd a luſty Ii Lad, 
Who was a Chairman by Profeſſion, 
Like many others of his Nation; 
* (Bryan, at Home, a Rogue of Fame; 
But Egan was his travelling Name) 
He came, and with his Pole drove out 
„The Villains who had made the Rout.. 

© Fove, 


A Pl aſe a ic ſignifieth—to go away, without paying the Reckoning. 
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Jove, thankful, pray'd him to fit down; 
* And gave him Drink, and Half a Crown. 
Tell him of this; and beg that he 
May do ſo much, for you and me, 
* As to deny, for ſeveral Weeks, 
* To ſell his Brandy * to the Greeks; 
* That, while they 're faint, and out of Heart, 
_ * Troy may have Room to play her Part: 


* And, then, our Army ſoon will ſee 
What tis t'*affront a Man like me. 


My Chick, (faid ſhe, brimful of Tears) 
* You muſt excuſe poor Nutſe's Fears ; 
* For, much I dread, ſome Sword, or Bullet 
© Will make an End of Mammy's Pullet : 
« And, after all, they pay your Bravery 
With nothing elſe but Tricks, and Knavery. 
* In an ill Hour I gave you Suck, 
I you're to have no better Luck. 
* I'll go to Fove, and ſpeak him fair; 
For one muſt coax the ſurly Bear: 
But, have no Battling with the Foe, 
Till you 're inform'd how Matters go. 


* Foue 


* A certain Half-Critic has been pleaſed to ſtart the following 'ObjeRtion againſt this Paſ- 
ſage. How could Fove's refuſing Brandy to the Greeks be attended wth any ill Conſequences ? 
Might not they ſupply themſelves elfewhere ? Although I am no great Advocate for my Ho- 
mer, I think myſelf obliged in Honour to vindicate him, where he is in the right. The 


Reader muſt know from me, that there was not Brandy, or any other Kind of Spirits, in all 


the Country of Phrygia, during the Space of more than ſeven Years, before and after the Siege 
of Troy, excepting what Jeu had in his Cellar. I could prove this by numerous Quotations 
from ancient Authors: But, as I am not fond of making a Shew of Learning of that Sort, I 
ſhall only mention two Antiquaries, whoſe Authorities have never been called in Queſtion. 
The firſt is, Pancratius Vollenbove : Hiſtor. Memorab. Geft. ad Trojam. The other is, Corneliu* 
Van Kinſchot : Diſſert. in Antig. Aſiatic. Cap. xii, de Cibo, et Potu, The Reader may conſult 
either of them, at his Leiſure, 
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Jove s gone, at preſent, to decoy 
< Freſh Country- Girls ſome Miles from Trey; 
* With Shoals of Sweetners whom he pays, 
To ſwear to every Thing he ſays. 

He 'll only ſtay till Friday Se'nnight; 
And, then, I'll have him in a Minute: 

I fancy I ſhall do ſome Good, 

« Unleſs he's in a deviliſh Mood.” 


After ſome dripping Tears were blended, 
This ſavoury Converſation ended. 


[Reader, by this, you partly do . 
That Jove kept Houſe \ with * 

But tis not yet determin d fully, 
Whether as Huſband, or as Bully: 
Proceed we now, and (as they ſay) 


Leave the Diſpute ſub Judice.] 


During this Time, the General's 
Was ſafe arriv'd, with Cart, and Convoy 
And, like a wiſe, experienc'd Captain, | 
Pockets the Cloth, the Fowl was wrapp'd in:: 
Next, from the Cart he plucks ſome Hay, 
To ſerve the Horſes, for the Day: 

The Hamper, too, well corded round, 
He gently lays upon the Ground: 
Then he brings down impatient Miſs ; 
For ſhe had wanted, long, to—kif 
Her own Papa, and get his Bleſſing , 
And then, to go and fall to dreſſing. 


Rel 


* Undetermined. 
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Ulyſſes having met the Prieſt, 
(His Wild-fowl dangling from his Fiſt) 
Thus low, (faid he) I humbly truckle 
Jo kiſs one Corner of your Buckle. 
Here is your Daughter, and Champaign: 


© You ve every Flaſk o'nt ſafe again. 


* My General, as in Duty bound, 


Firſt, is your Servant to the Ground: 


Next, hopes you Ill give your Lord this Preſent : 


_ © ”Tis ſmall—but, then— tis all he has on't: 


«* Laſtly, he begs your Interceſſion, 
T' appeaſe your angry Patron's Paſfioo. 


Miſs leap'd about her Father's Neck, 
With ſuch a Spring as made it crack,; 
And he ſo ſtrongly hugg'd her Waiſt, 
That ſhe had like to——figh at leaft. 


Juſt in the Nick, up comes the Peer : 
All made their Honours, and drew near. 
My Lord, (ſays Chryſes) * ſee who 's there! 
Thanks to your Friendſhip in the Affair. 
* The Chief afks Pardon ; and has ſent you 
Some Wild-fow!, which I here preſent you. 
Since he has made Amends, at laſt, 
I beg, forget all Quarrels paſt, 
But, as it 's almoſt Time to think 
* Of laying in ſome Meat, and Drink, 
* Honour my Cottage with your Preſence; 
* And club your Woodcocks, or your Pheaſants : 
« I'll find good Ale——and briſk Champaign, 
* To put us in a merry Vein. 


Saint Taffy's Day. 
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The Peer, who, now, was quite content, 
Agreed to all—and in they went. 


[Thoſe Ages ſcorn'd all- uſeleſs Aids: 
They kept no Cooks, nor Waiting-maids ; 
But, like the induſtrious French, could dreſs, 
Either their Miſtreſs, or their Meſs.] 


Our Folks, to ſhew they were no Sluts, 
Pick'd clean the Fowl, and drew the Guts: * 
Then, made the ſelf-felonious Bill 
Transfix the Sides, with cruel Skill : 

Next, rak'd the Fire, and made it blaze, 
To do their Work with greater Eaſe.. 
 Freſh-butter-baſting ew d their Taſte ; 
For, Drippings ſpeak a ſtingy Beaſt. 
When all was done, they ſerv'd their Roaſt 
Upon a criſp, well butter'd Toaſt. + 


LI 2 


eb | Menſas conſu ni 


"Therefore, I am of Opinion that they ſhould be rendered thus 
Heyday | my Boys: Our Stomachs, ſtrong and able, 


Conquer a Cake as large as any Table. 


And 


„This ſheweth that, ciber, my. Harty was Yacentaiond with the and Meted of 
dreſſing Woodcocks, with their Trais ; or elſe, E * 
Duttiſh, and nauſeous Kind of Delicacy. 


+ A ſingle Toaſt might eaſily ſtand under nine Birds at moſt (for it doch not appear that 
Miſs got Share of them) becauſe they made Uſe of Griddle-Cakes, in thoſe Days: 
to be ſuppoſed, that, when they wanted to make a large Toaſt, they ſplit the Cake in two, as 
Cambre-Britons do a Cheeſe, for toaſting, when they have « Mind to regale their Company on 
Nothing is more evident, than that Virgil alludeth to Griddle-Bread, in 


And, it its 
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And now, they all began to eat; 
None could complain for Want of Meat: 
They had no grudging, ſnarling Words; 
For each Man got a Leaſh of Birds. | 
But, when the Rage of Hunger ceas'd, 
Champaign, in Plenty, crown'd the Feaſt ; 


And the briſk Peer, all-th' Evening long, 


Regal'd them with ſome merry Song. 


To Bed they went, and ſlept as ſound, 
As if their Wives were under Ground. 
Then, up they got, by Peep of Day : 
(Miſs had not Time to get their Tea) 
Ulyſſes, and his Score of Men, 

Made Haſte towards the Camp again : 
They march'd as nimbly as the Wind; 
The creeking Cart lagg'd far behind. 


When they had reach d the wiſh'd Parade, 
Our Adjutant, who knew his Trade, 
Made them, firſt, poiſe their Arms; then, reſt em; 
Then Il forget—and fo, diſmiſs'd em. 
Away they ſkipp'd, with nimble Courage, 
To meet their Trulls, and dreſs. their Porrage. 


Meantime, the Knight, on Vengeance bent, 
Continu'd raving in his Tent ; 
And neither would unſheath his Sword, 
Nor go to any Council-board. 
But, Nurſe (who aſk'd when Fove ſhould come, 
As often as a City-Drum) 
Found him, at laſt, cock'd on a Jar, 


Smoaking, alone, within the Bar. 
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. Gollip (faid ſhe, and clapp'd his Back) 
I know who would have gone to Wreck, 
« Had not I call'd in Irif6 Paddy, 

To take the Part of honeſt Daddy. 

* You know tis true: So, let me ſee; 
Will you do one Thing, now, for me? 
* I only beg you 'll ſell no Brandy 

To any Grecian Fack-a-dandy, * 

y That, when the Trojans make them run, 
* The Greeks may feel they want my Son: 
For, they have robb d him of his Right; 

And he's reſolv d he will not fight. 


At this, old, ſtingy Jove look d gruff, | 
And only anſwer d with aF. 
But, Nurſe (reſolw d to ſerve her Son) 
Began, anew, to play the Dun—— | 
« Will you? or, will ou not? (ſaid ſne) 
« You may ſpeak ou your Will is free. 
Tell me, at once, old and e 
If that — will not teak you. 


© That 's not the Point; (old Jove replied) 
* You're ſtill as blooming as a Bride: 
But here will be moſt plaguy Work, 
© When Juno ſcolds mo like a Turk, 
For, many Timess ſhe fumes and frets, . 
And ſwears the Trojans are my Pets: 
But, ſlink away; ſor, if ſhe ſees you, 
1d lay a Pot of Ale, ſhe'll feaze you. 
I ll do your Work—you need not fear 
| The Greeks ſhall get no Brandy here.” 


* A Cant-Word, to fignify a deſpicable Perfon. 


With 
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With that, he let a monſtrous Crack, 
Which ſhook the Shelves behind his Back. 
Nurſe ſtarted: But the humourous Wag 
Laugh'd like to ſplit, and told the Hag 
* It is my Way, when I've a Mind 
To ſhew my Friends I will be kind; 

+ I, thus, proclaim their Buſineſs done, 
By firing off a roaring Gun. 


Beſt Friends muſt part; and ſo did they: 
Nurſe ſcuttled off, to ſell her Whey ; 
Fove to his Kitchen, and his Chair, 
To take his Nap, as uſual there. 
When he came in, his female Cattle, 
At once, left off their Tittle-tattle ; 
Dropping him Curt'fies a la mode, 
Although they loath'd him like a 'Toad : 
= For, Tyrants, of whatever Sort, 
| Though curs'd, are worſhipp'd by their Court. 


| | But, Juno, who had ſmell'd a Rat, 

=_ Began her matrimonial Chat n 
= * You cunning Man! though you re ſo fly 
I gueſs who has been here—and why : 
© You 're hiding every. Thing from me; 
And think I have not Eyes to ſee. 


| To this, Fove anſwer'd, in an Heat 
1 * Madam, forbear your idle Prate. 
| | * "I 


* This is the famous Paſſage, which ſo remarkably inſpired the Imagination, and Hand of 
2 Perhaps Mr. Hogarth may, Tome Time or other, do as much Juſtice to it, as that 
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« 'Tis not the Province of a Wife, 

* To know all Incidents in Life. 

© You always ſhall be firſt, to hear 

Such Things as come within your Sphere: 
But, when I've Secrets of my own— 
Fore George - you muſt let thoſe alone.” 


This made the Dame grow ſomewhat furious. 
* You know' (ſaid ſhe) © I am not curious: 
But, now, I have juſt Cauſe ta fear 
That dirty Trollop's coming here. 
* I fancy ſomething 's to be dene 
In Fa vour of her ſaucy Son- 


If Jove was out of Sort before, 
This Anſwer yex'd him ten Times more. 
* You Wretchl' (faid he) * your artful Cant 
* Shan't make me tell you what you want; 
* The more your Noiſe diſturbs my Peace, | 
I'll loath the more that pimpled Face: 
Whatever was the laſt Reſult 
« Learn what this means Le Roy + le-vults 
If you perplex me with your Stuff— 
All that are here ſhan't ſave your Buff? 


Theſe Words had ſuch Effect on Madam, 
She never trembled ſo; ſince am 
And every Wench about the Houſe. 
Became as ſilent as a Mouſe. 


* Such is your Sovereign's Will and Pleaſure. 
+ So pronounced by the Gentlemen of the Law. 
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 [Funo, when young, had made a By-blow, 
To whom Jove often gave a dry Blow. 
He was a ſhapeleſs, limping Creature; 
A meer Burleſque on human Nature : 
Beſides, as he was ſquat, and bulky, 
The Filles de Foye ; nicknam'd him Hulky, 
But, then, his Head-piece was ſo good, 
You might employ him as you wou'd : 
For, though he never learn'd his Grammar, 
No Smith outdid him at the Hammer; 
Or clinch'd, with more commanding Art, 
A ſtubborn Nail that chanc'd to ſtart. ] 


This Lad of Wax was ſtanding by, 
When Jove's big Words made Juno cry: 
And ſo, he rais'd his heavy Br——ch, 


To utter this conſoling Speech— 


_ © I can't abide theſe thundering Quarrels: 
© They'll taint our Beef, and ſour our Barrels. 
* Hard ! that we cannot live in Peace, 
For Facks of Troy, and Fills of Greece. 
* Mother, there 's no one can diſown, 
Lou ve a rare Noddle of your own: 
Vet, Hully, though an arrant Dunce, 
May give you good Advice, for once. 
* You muſt reſolve to ſooth and coax— 
_ © 'Tis th' only Way with angry Folks — 
* For, if you raiſe my Father's Fury— 
* He 'll threſh us round—I can aſſure you: 
But, if you 'll promiſe to be good, 
He Il ſtraight throw off this ſurly Mood. 


Ladies of Fleafore. 
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Then, ſpringing, with a limping Grace, 
He thruſt a Tankard to her Face—— 
Here; drink, (ſaid he) and cool your Liver— 
I vow theſe Wranglings make me ſhiver. 

To ſee you tann'd would break my Heart; 
Nor durſt poor Hulky take your Part: 

For, I remember, on a Time, 

When I had done ſome petty Crime, 

Jove pitch'd me forward from the Stair-head ; 
* And, down I ſows'd upon my bare Head: 
* The Waiter chanc'd to ſtand below, 

* And broke the Violence of the Blow ; 

Or elſe, I'm ſure, the dreadful Fall 

Muſt have crack d Neck, and Skull, and all. 


Juno, though vex'd, could not forbear 
To ſmile at her ſweet Son and Heir: 
And, as ſhe found the Tankard full, 

She ventur'd at an hearty Pull. 


This done, he gave it to the Reſt, 
Who all were burſting at the Jeſt: 
For, once an Age, you d hardly ſee 
So choice a Ganymede * as he. 


This lucky Hit made Fove ſo merry,” 
He needs muſt treat them all with Sherry. 
An Harper coming in, by Chance, 

The greater Part began to dance : 

While others, who ſat ſtill by Choice, 
Gave Jove a Sample of their Voice: 
Mm 


* The beautiful Cup-Bearer of the Gods. 
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Till he, and Juno, being bowzy, 
Yawn'd, Time about, and grew quite drowſy. 


They had a Truckle-Bed above, 
Which Hulky oft repair d for Fove - 
Thither the Couple went to ſnore, 
Where, many Times, they ſnor'd before: 
But, firſt, like old and ſlcilful Sleepers, 
They clos'd the Curtains of their Peepers. 


HE filver Rain, the pearly Dew, 
The Gale that ſweeps along the 
The ſoften'd Rocks, once, Sorrow knew; 
And Marbles have found Tears to ſhed: 
The ſighing Trees, in every Grove, 
Have Pirr, if they have not Love. 


Shall Things inanimate be Kind, 
And every ſoft Senfation know ? 
The weeping Rain, and ſighing Wind, 
All, all, but you, ſome Mercy ſhew : 
Let Pity, then, your Boſom move! 
Have Pirr, though you have not Love! 


AN 
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E XT E MPORE THOUGH T, 


At Mr. WALK E R' Orric Lecrtuas, * 


On ſceing ſeveral aua r rounG Lavres there, March jth, 1751. 


* Mr, Adam Walker, of Mancheſter, Profeſſor of Natural Philoſophy, &c. who then gave 


OST juſtly, Warxxx, you declare 
No Art with Nature can compare: 
And yet, if the Reverſe were true. 
Perfection would be found with you : 
Then, lay your Apparatus 2 
Look round! and here y ſupply : 
No longer in the Priſm ſeek 
For Tints, more pure on Mrs 4's Cheek; 
And, own the Er xs of egxzTTY Lasses 
Tranſcend your fineſt Buznine-GLass8s. 


Mm THE 


LeQures in Dublin ; remarkable for a moſt extenſive and complete Apparatus, particularly, in 
the Optical Way, 


Lum etiam Lauri, illum etiam flevere Myrice. 
Vine. Ecl. x. 


OERIS, and Thyr/us, who, at early Dawn, 
Were wont to join their Flocks upon the Lawn, 

And, chearful, o'er the dewy Herbage ſtray, 
And ſing, or chat, and view their Lambkins play; 
Now, late at Eve, beneath an ancient Oak, 
Whoſe writhen Boughs had felt the ſtormy Stroke, 
Met, ſilent long with heart-oppreſſing Pain, 
Till Thyr/ſus firſt beſpoke his Fellow-Swain. 


Why thus o'erclouded ? We, that wont to meet. 
With joyful Looks of Salutation ſweet ? 
O vain Demand! I read the ſad Reply, 
Too plain, alas! too certain in thine Eye; 
One Fate, one mutual Loſs, we both deplore; 
O Fears fulfill'd! VaLEsvs * is no more 


VALEs us 


* His Royal Highneſs, Faxzxpericx, Prince of Waics. 
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VaLEsvs is no more! the Swain reply d. 
With arm the Spring hath loſt its wonted Pride; 
The Primroſe withers, ere its Bloom is ſpread ; 
Narciſſus, humbler, hangs his drooping Head; 
The ſickening: Sun negleRs his famiſh'd Flowers, 
With fable Brow the forrowing Welkin lowers : 
Weep on, ye Fields; nor let your Tears be dry d. 
By chearing Suns, nor wear your vernal Pride; 
Be clad, ye Skies, till wintry Age returns, 

In mournful Sable; for, VALESA mourns. 

Ah, Thyrſus, had you ſeen the widow'd Fair, 
When, as her Boſom caught the ſilent Tear, 

She ſooth'd her tender. Young with ſtifled Groan, 
And chid their Sorrows, and betray'd her own ; . 
Then ſudden to ſequeſter d Shades withdrew, 
Where mixing Cypreſo- meets the mournful Ve ẽ 
Each Blaſt was huſh'd, the vocal Foreſt ſlept, 

And Philomel ſat ſilent, while ſhe wept.. 


Here, then, at leaſt, ſhall Sorrow ſow its Cares: 
Le deareſt Pledges! guiltleſs of your Tears; 
Far utter'd, far from you, the Sounds ſhall die, 
Nor Griet infe& you with a Mother's Sigh :. 
* Ye Bowers alone be Partners of my Woe ;- 
* Now, all uncultur'd ſhall your Branches grow; 
The Bramble, now, and pointed Thorn combin'd,, 
And Thiſtle rude, will fret your tender Rind; 
And Thiflles, too, my budding Vines may wound, 
* Now, from their fond Support by Storms unbound, 
* Like you, of Culture, and of Care bereft, 
« No Gardener with the little Nurſlings left, 
No loving, cautious Hand to guide their Growth, 


* And prune, and prop the tender Branch of Youth: 


© Ye 


2 


' 
1 
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* Ye Birds, that lonely wander through the Grove, 
* Haply, like me, ye mourn your raviſh'd Love: 
* No more ſhall he return with Evening Food, 
Hang o'er the Neſt, and kiſs his callow Brood; 
No longer ſooth your Sleep, at ſetting Day, | 
With Notes love-labour'd * from the neighbouring Spray: 
In vain ye watch, and think his Abſence long; 
Alas! the Spoiler s Hand hath quench'd his Song. 
O Love, from my Embrace thus rudely wrench'd, 
* How is my Bliſs in one ſad Moment quench'd ! 
* With thee, rejoic'd the ſprightly Morn aroſe ; 
* And ſweet, with thee, was Evening's gentle Cloſe : 
* Thy Song was ſofter than the Linnet's Lay, 
Thy Voice like Zephyr when he breathes on May; + 
Thy Converſe milder than the cool Retreat 
That wont to ſhade us in the Noon-tide Heat: 
* Now, Morn, and Eve, and Noon, unnotic'd fleet, 
A Heap of Time, depriy'd of every Sweet. 
1 Now, ſhall 1 ſee the Pledges of our Love, 

A Flock unfenc'd through pathleſs Deſarts rove ; 
* Their Shepherd gone, like frighted Lambs they ſhake, 
And dread the Wolf in every ruſtling Brake: 
* Haſte, my VaLesvs, haſten to thy Charge, 
Night comes apace, and Foxes roam at large; 
Come, houſe thy ſhivering Young from Midnight bleak, 
* The Spring is tardy, and thy Lambkins weak ; 


« Prightful, 


* To the Night-warbling Bird, that now awake 
Tunes ſweeteſt his love-labor'd Song, 
MiLToORN, 


+ — then with Voice 
Mild, as when * on Flora breathes. 


MiLToON. 
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« Frightful, of late, the Northern Blaſts have howt'd ;. 
Their infant Fleeces ill defend the Cold 

Ah me! thyſelf art colder ſtill than they; 

Dark is thy Lodging, and thy Bed of Clay.“ 


While, all deſponding, thus ſhe figh'd her Cares, 
And mix'd her Grief with Evening's dewy Tears, 
The ſickly Moon, from yonder Mountain's Head, 
Oer her pale Cheek a hon Sadneſs ſpread ; 

The hollow-breathing Groves return'd her Sighs;. 
The watery Pleiads clos'd their weeping Eyes ; 
Lull'd by her Plaints, the feather d Warblers ſlept, 
And, mournful in their Dreams, reſponſive wept.. 


T HY o 


my Moeris, ceaſe thy moving Strain; 
VaLEsa's Grief is ſhar'd by every Swain: 
Oft, in theſe Vales, each Shepherd ſhall record 
The Looks benign, the Bounties of their Lord; 
Could Sorrow ſow Compaſſion in the Tomb 
And make the blaſted Graſs of Life to bloom, 
Each Boſom ſhould with Prayers unweary d ſigh; , 
And Tears inceſſant flow from every Eye: 
But, Dews ſink fruitleſs in the burning Sand; 
Clouds moiſten all in vain the briny Strand ; 
The river-water'd Rock no Paſture bears; 
Nor yields the Grave a Harveſt to our Tears. 
Raiſe, then; to better Hopes your languid Eyes; 
A. Ray burſts on me through the ſable Skies ! 
Behold VaLesvs' Sire in Arms renown'd, 
Vigorous in Age, with recent Trophies crown'd, 
Stretching to Fame beyond the narrow 
That erſt was deem'd to bound the Reach of Man; 


Beneath 
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Beneath the Conduct of his Arm, ſhall riſe _ 
The chief-born Pledge of fair VALESA's Ties; 
With equal Ardour tread the Paths of Fame; 
And ſhare alike his Glory, and his Name. 
Behold the Hero catch each kindred Blaze, 
His Grandfire's Splendor, and his Uncle's Rays ; 
From mild VALESs a ſhine with ſoſter Fire, 
And kindle every Star that grac'd his Sire. 
To-gild his riſing Fame with early Light, 
The changing Year revolves with ſwiſter Flight, 
The rapid Months in other Order run, 
And Time, impatient, gains upon the Sun. 
ſee the Youth begin his glorious Race; 
Triumphal Shews each riſing Annal grace: 
Lo! Victory before his Chariot flies; 
Breathleſs beneath its Wheels Rebellion lies; 
Aſtrea guides it with her virgin-Hand; 
Peace wreaths his Laurels round her olive Wand; 
The Horn of Plenty flows; the Maſes ſmile; 
And wafted Sweets reach every Britiſh Iſle ; 
Her Floods, her Shores, her echoing Hills rejoice : 
Awake, VaLEsa, hear Britannia's Voice; 
Awake; or, if thy Sorrows call for Reſt, 
Smile, as thou ſleep'ſt, and be in Viſions bleſt. 


M O B N 1-8 * 


Prophetick be thy Lips, prophetick, ſure, 

So light my Boſom drinks their lenient Cure 

The Streams of Life with wonted Vigour glide; 

And the glad Heart receives a warmer Tide. 

But, come, while gentle Dreams their Pinions ſpread 
With ſoft Refreſhment o'er VALESA's Head, 


Fond, 
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Fond, let us walk her ſacred Manſions round, 
And diftant baniſh each unhallow'd Sound : 
Renew'd with her, the ſmiling Hours ſhall riſe, 
And catch the brighteſt Omens from her Eyes. 


Tus L x E 8 
To. Ma.. „ „ 


HILE, with convincing Eloquence, 
You philoſophic Truths diſpenſe, 
And, in ten thouſand pleaſing Ways, 
Divert the Sun's all-chearing Rays, 
What LivinG WonDERs here abound, 
Beaming ſuperior Influence round! 


Lo! Goodneſs, gentle, and ſerene, 
In charming EmiLy is ſeen; 
Nn Concentering 


* Lyceum.) This was the Name of Ariſtotle's School, near Athens; and from thence, 
likewiſe, Ciceros School, in the Tuſculum, was called Lyczum. In Imitation of thoſe, 
the Place, in which our Philoſopher exhibited, was diſtinguiſhed by the ſame Appellation. 
To obviate the Charge of AﬀeQation of Learning, or hard Words, the critical 
Reader is requeſted to remember, that, the above Trifle was written at a Philoſophic 
Lecture; and, that fuch Terms, and Alluſions, as ſeemed naturally to ariſe from the 
Subject in Agitation, were purpoſely choſen ; they had been well explained, and were 
perſectly familiar to the beautiful and intelligent Auditors. 


Written at his Optic LeQure, May 14, 1771. 


t The Right Hon. Lady AuzLiA Firz-GERALD, eldeſt Daughter of his Grace, the 
Duke of LzxinsTe, 
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Concentering to the dazzled Sight 

A Glow of pure, intrinſic Light, 
Unting' d with one affected Air, 

Which Rank, too oft, and Beauty wear. 
Look there! ye Meteors of a Day, 

Who throw your Time, and Selves away ; 
Look there! ye ſupercilious Great, 

Ye Slaves to Faſhion, Pomp, and State, 
Look there! and learn, tis true Deſert 
Alone, that captivates the Heart 

And, ſuch is bleſs'd AMeLta's Store, 
The Heart ſhe gains returns no more. 


Belov'd Eliza, Þ here, ſhines forth, 
The beauteous Quinteſſence of Worth; 
Yet, rob'd in Splendors, like the Sun, 
She ſhines not for herſelf alone; 

But, eaſy, affable, and gay, 

She ſheds on all a brighter Day, 

And, with a Candour known to few, 
Sets others' Merit full in View. 

This Praiſe is hers—and, proud to tell, 


I have known her long, and know her well. 


In Anna's 4 ſpeaking Eyes we find 
Each calm Perfection of the Mind, 
And, ſparkling with celeſtial Rays, 
Each goodly Diſpoſition plays, 
Lodg'd in a Frame, where, often ſought, 
Envy could never find a Fault. 
Such might, to Mortals, Angels prove, 
Sent erſt on Embaſſies of Love. 


+ Miſs MONTGOMERY, 


it Miſs Ax Rx MoxNTGoOMERY. 


Conſult 
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Conſult the Impreſſion in your Breaſt, 
And own, what all Mankind atteſt. 


When Worth, and Lovelineſs, ſupreme, 
The raptur'd Poet makes his Theme, 
Recreant to Beauty, Taſte, and Wit, 
Who could a Siſter's * Claim omit ; O 
Tho' now her Glories matchleſs riſe, 

The Cynoſure Þ of diſtant Skies 
By modern Pens, and Bards of old, 

In copious Strain we are loudly told, 

Of Pallas, and the Wife of Fove, 

Of Hebe, and the Queen of Love, 

Of Proſerpine, who Pluto charm'd, 

And her, whoſe Quarrel Nations arm'd; 
Of Paintings too, one finiſh'd Piece 
Compriſing all the Toaſts of Greece 
Fond Tales of Wonders well devis'd ; 

But, tho' we mourn our abſent Fair, 
In Faxwy þ all are realiz'd, 

And bloom in juſt Aſſemblage there. 
Say, can the ſpangling Dews ſupply 
Refractive brightneſs, like her Eye? 

Or can the Morning's Radiance ſpeak 
The modeſt Sweetneſs of her Cheek ? 
And, could conſummate Genius find 
Tints to expreſs embodied Mind, 
Nan 2 Her 


* Miſs BARBARA MONTGOMERY, the ſecond Siſter, then on a Viſit with her Uncle, 
the Lord Advocate for Scotland. 


+ Cynsſure, properly the Northern Star, by which Sailors direct their Courſe ; metapho- 
rically here, the Star of Beauty, to which, all who would view the human Face divine, in 
Perfection, muſt neceflarily turn their Attention. 


t Miſs NuctxT, of Clenleft, County Weſtmeath. 
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Her Features, Perſon, Mein, are ſuch ! 
O! what Promethean Art * could touch! 


If Excellence conciliates Fame, 
Fair CRos BIE, + too, bears lawful Claim: 
Regard her well: But, O beware! 
A Swarm of Cupids ambuſh there 


Sweet Biypr's 4 cherub-ſmiling Form 

The moſt inſenſible would warm: 

Such Lovelineſs, we well conceive, 
In Eden's Bowers attended Eve; 
Such Innocence, ſuch winning Grace, 
Ere Art dard Nature's Works deface ; 
With every Virtue in her Breaſt, 
In Heaven's eſſential Colours dreſs'd. 


Here too,. but Painting falls beneath 
The Soul conſpicuous in Wes TMEA TH. þ 


The Muſe might Numbers more rehearſe, 
Fit Subjects for immortal Verſe: 
But, loſt in Wonder, Love, and Praiſe, 
She finds they far exceed her Lays 
Where 


* This more particularly alludes to the Work of a celebrated Artiſt, who twice attempt- 
ed, but not with his uſual Succeſs, to take a Likeneſs of this young Lady, in Wax, for 
the Author. Alike indebted to the other amiable Daughters of his Care, who alſo 
honoured him with their Pictures about the ſame Time, he gladly ſeizes this Op- 
portunity of doing Juſtice to their Merit; and fondly perſuades himſelf, the preſent 
Publication may remain a Monument of it to Poſterity, exciting their fait Countrywomen 
to a laudable Emulation of their Excellencies. Twas his Happineſs to ſuperintend the 
Education of ſeveral of them from their earlieſt Infancy ; and, he has now the additional 
Felicity of teſtifying, in plain and ſimple Proſe, that even Poetry cannot exceed their Deſerts. 


+ Miſs ELIz ART CrosBir. t Miſs Bowzrnnan, of the County of Cork. 
$ The Right Hon. CaTaxriINng, Counteſs of WzsTMEATH. 


( 7 } 


Where Beauty, thus, and Senſe unite, 
What richer Gifts can Heaven beſtow ? 

This charms the Soul, that glads the Sight, 

Wheace all our deareſt Bleſſings flow: 
Each aiding each, their Luſtres ſhine, 
Reſiſtleſs, permanent, divine 
Thus, female Minds, with Knowlege fraught, 
Are juſt and liberal Notions taught; 
Through Wiſdom's Glaſs their Foibles view'd, 
Stand ſelf- convicted, and ſubdued : 
No more Caprice their Conduct rules; 
No more the Prey of Rakes, and Fools ; 
Their Souls, with Truth and Honour charm'd, 
Are, thus, gainſt all Seduction arm'd ; 
Nor need they dread the Pedant's Sneer, 
Who by the Card of Reaſon ſteer. 
Through Ignorance, alone, and Pride, 
The Fair are Learning's Aid deny'd; 
And bred, merely, to taſte or know, 
The Glare of Dreſs, and Farce of Shew. + 

| What 


+ This is ſelf-evident : Nor ean any thing elſe be reaſonably required, if we but refle& 
what Sort of Beings, and how utterly deſtitute of every neceſſary Qualification, they ge- 
nerally are, who aſſume the Province of educating Children, Is it a Buſineſs to be attained 
by Intuition? And by what previous Courſe of Inſtitution have they been prepared for it? In 
Building, it is uſual to apply to the ſkilful Architect for a Defign or Plan of the intended Ha- 
bitation ; every Part of which is diligently and accurately ſcrutinized ; Diſpoſitions altered, 
new ones contrived, and all Things modelled, and calculated with the moſt elaborate Ex- 
aQneſs, before a Stone is laid: But, what rational, conſiſtent, and well-digeſted Plan is 
ever formed, or purſued, in building up the Mind of the future Inhabitant ? This, the moſt 
extenſive and complicated of all Objects, is moſt commonly left to Caſualty, and the varying, 
unconcocted Whim of each ſucceeding Moment. Does not the ChardQer of complete In- 
ſtructors imply, that, in the firſt Inſtance, they themſelves have been well and liberally edu- 
cated ; that, they are themſclves thoroughly verſed in the Theory, and perfect in the Prac- 

tice 
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What Wonder, then, in Folly train'd, 
Through Life the Impreſſion is retain'd ? 
And if, as ſure, they want not Powers, 
Whate'er their Faults, the Crime is ours. 
But HERE, for HERE, at leaſt, you muſt 
Admit their Claim; my Theſis juſt ; 
And, hence, this fair Concluſion draw, 
Minerva owns no Salic Law. 
OCCA- 


tice, of what they undertake to teach; and, withal, poſſeſſed of a happy Facility of commu- 
nicating their Ideas to others; that, with an active, generous Mind, they have a deep and 
penetrating Inſight into the human Heart, its Operations and Propenſities, aided by an ex- 
tenſive Knowlege of the Manners and Cuſtoms of the World, not gleaned from Books 
merely, but from Obſervation in real Life; that, they have a correQed Imagination, unbi- 
aſſed by Prejudice, untinctured with Caprice; and, that, though their Diſpoſition be quick 
in diſcerning, yet affable and polite, flow to Anger, and patient in Reproof ; that, they be 
particularly aſſiduous in the Cultivation of their own Minds, and ever free and open to 
Conviction; and, yet, at the ſame Time, with all due Deference to the Opinion of others, 
that they be ſo circumſtanced and ſelf-poſſeſſed, as not to facrifice their own Judgement 
to the Petulance of officious Inexperience, or the Bickerings of paternal Partiality: To 
fum up all, that, with a clear and cool Head, they poſſeſs the warmeſt, and moſt benevo- 
lent Heart ? *Tis true, it might be difficult to find many, every Way anſwerable to this 
Deſcription ;=the Reaſons are obvious—It would be well, however, to keep ſuch a Cha- 
racter always in View; and, to chuſe, only, where theſe Requiſites conſiderably prevail. 
And, it will be allowed that, if thoſe who undertake the important Charge, would endea- 
vour to form themſelves on ſome ſuch Principles, jt would be extremely happy for the Com- 
munity: For, if they, who ought to have the firſt Authority and Confidence with our 
Children, and whom they ſhould be taught to love, reſpe&, and eſteem, be groveling and 
deſpicable in their Notions and Sentiments, and have imbibed their Principles from impure 
and corrupted Sources, what elſe can we expect from the Objects of their Influence? 


Children, like tender Oziers, take the Bow, 

« And, as they firſt are faſhion'd always grow ; 
« For, what we learn in Youth, to that alone, 
In Age, we are by ſecond Nature prone.” 


It cannot be ſuppoſed, the Writer is aQuated by any ſelfiſh Motives in what he here 
advances ; it is the Reſult of Reaſon and Experience : He has had many Opportunities of 
obſerving the injudicious Treatment of Children, particularly, thoſe of Quality, and of the 
Farr-SEX ; and flatters himſelf the Importance of this Note will plead its Excuſe. 
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T 0 THE 


FAITHFUL SHEPHERND®*® 


UCH were the Scenes, Tralian Fancy wrought, 

Ere Muſick from the Stage had baniſh'd Thought; 
Led on, where Heroes trod, a beardleſs Throng, 
Warblers, who raviſh——only with a Soxs. 


Ladies, what think ye of Myrtillo's Vows ? 
What modern Youth would die, to ſave his Spouſe ? 
Our wiſer Lovers, in theſe reaſoning Days, 

To gain their Miſtreſſes, chuſe milder Ways: 
With Parents calmly traffick for the Daughter; 
And wait till Lawyers ſign her—— Imprimatur ; 
When, after tedious Moons of Wiſhing, Lo! 
The eager Bride finds in her Arms——4 Beau: 


Who can the Coxcomb's happy Lot expreſs? 
His Knowlege, Faſhions ; and his Buſineſs, Dreſs ? 
Lord of the Snuff-Box, and the ſparkling Ring 
A ſmiling, bowing, neceſſary Thing ; 

Too vain, to love; too low, to be abus d; 
And juſt deſpis d enough, to be well-us'd. 


But, of our Sex, ye Men of Senſe, beware ; 
Your Slavery is the Triumph of the Fair, 
'Twixt Reaſon doom'd, and Paſſion, long to vary, 
To doubt, examine, ponder, judge, yet MARRY. 


* Spoken by AMARYLLIS. 


OCCASIONAL EPILOGUE 


MP 
” 
RY — 
— * 
1 — 
(4 
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Long, poliſh'd Nations have admir'd theſe Strains ; 
Rome's brighteſt Beauties crowded to theſe Scenes ; 
Yet, never the applauded Author drew 
A fairer Circle, than we boaſt in rov: 

Kindly, then, praiſe Myrtillo's generous Mind; 
So may each Nymph a FarTHFUL SHEPHERD find. 


S. "" 0p N N E 


» 


To Mz. THOMAS HICKEY.* 
T% 


ICKEY, whoſe faithful Pencil Nature guides, 
Attend the immortal Strains, ſweet Sr Ex s Ex ſings, 
Whilſt on his fiery Pegaſus he rides, 
And ſteers his eaſy flight with rapid Wings. 


Short is the Date of ſublunary Things! 

Not ſo, the genuine Joy, the Tranſport bright, 
That from the Myſes' ſacred Fountain ſprings ; 

Perpetual Source of ever-new Delight. 


In mad Ambition's Toils, let Fools unite ; 

Be thine, the pleaſing Taſk, the fond Deſire, 
To trace fair Nature's Forms, to blend aright 

The Painter's magick Skill, and Poet's Fire. 
Congenial Studies mutual Aids impart, 
And Images reflect from Art to Art. 


Wich Syxxsrr's Fairy Queen, 


AR from the buſy Cares of Life;. 
In yonder Vale O let mo ſtray; 
And there, retir'd from Crowds, and Strife, 
To ſweet Oblivion give the Day ! 


Or, let me hie to where the Vine 

In wanton Wreaths compleats the Bower ; 
There ſee the pearly Dew-drops ſhine, 

And hang in Tears on every Flower. 


As o'er the green Corn-Field he flies, 
I'll hear the Lark's enraptur'd Lay; 
See Morn's firſt Bluſhes gild the Skies; 
And hail the Sun's ambroſtal Ray: 


Ye Winds, be ſilent, while the Rail 
| With pleaſing Sounds the Hour prolongs ; 
The Thruſh, too, chaunts his amorous Tale, 
And pours his little Soul in Songs. 
Oo Ye 


* The Scene of this little Poem is ſuppoſed to lie on the Banks of the Boyne, in View of 
the Obeliſk, creQed in the Year 1736, in Memory of the ViQtory, gained by King 
WILLIAM III. over James II. near that Place, Juhy the 1ſt, 1690. 
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Now, let my curious Eye ſurvey 
Yon Monument of deathleſs Fame, 
That ſhall to every Age convey 
Immortal WrLL1aM's glorious Name. 


The Boyne's clear Stream, that flows faſt by, 
The Fields, the Groves array'd in Green, 

The diſtant Hills, that prop the Sky, 

Compleat the Beauties of the Scene. 


Sweet Proſpect to a Mind at Eaſe, 

That never felt the Sting of Care ; 
The happy Sunſhine of whoſe Days 

Was never clouded by Deſpair. 


Not even ſweet Morn's ambroſial Ray 
Brings aught of Joy to make me bleſt; 
To drive one anxious Thought away ; 


Or chaſe ER Image from my Breaſt : 


Vain are the Lark's, the Thruſh's Strains ; 
(Sweet Balm of Pain, of Care, and Strife) 
Fix'd in my Soul n= Form remains, 
And pulls the very Strings of Life. 


Can that be sun, that ſtrikes my Eye, 

Slow walking o'er yon flowery Mead? 
Swift o'er the unbending Corn, III fly, 

Nor cruſh the Cowſlip's velvet Head 


'Tis nothing all, but empty Air 


When wilt thou ceaſe, thou tyrant Boy ?— 
To plunge us deeper in Deſpair, 
You cheat us with the Hope of Joy. 
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I'll hope no more Deceiver, go— 

Thee, and thy treacherous Smiles I curſe; 
For, he, whoſe Lot is caſt ſo low, 

Is fure it never can be worſe. 


A M A 0 kiln ns 


Qui demandoit un I MP ROM ru 


Ol des Vers! et fi PROMPTEMENT |— 
Bel Embarras ! jeune THEMIRE— 
Te voir, t' aimer, et te le dire, 


Neſt que V Affair d' un MomenT. 


1 A L A D Y, 


Who demanded an EXTEMPORE.:. 
In IMITATION of the FoR Be ot s. 


N exTEMPORE Proof of my Paſſion, and Wit! 
Ah! how ſhall your Poet begin it 
To ſee you, to love, and to kneel at your Feet, 
Is no more than the Work of a MixuTE. 


Oo 2 SONG: 
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8 0 N G. 


HEN I behold fair Chloe's Face, 
| Adorn'd by Nature, and by Art, 
; I ſafely praiſe each matchleſs Grace; 
| For, none of them can reach my Heart. 
: * | 
Lovwiſa's Wit I can admire, 
And hear, unhurt, each ſprightly Turn; 
Rejoice in her poetic Fire, 
But find even that too weak to burn. 


Sophia's Senſe I highly prize; 

Her Modeſty and Candour move 
Calm Friendſhip's gentle Warmth to riſe ; 
But ne'er can kindle into Love. 


Nor Sophy's Senſe, nor Lucy's Wit, 

| Nor Chloe's Face could give me Pain: 
» But, now, my boaſted Eaſe I quit; 
And look for Liberty in vain, 


Aſk you, whoſe ſilken Charms I wear, 
What lovely Nymph is then my Queen ? 
Your Wonder 's o'er, when I declare 
Tis charming BRE Ts EV of the Green. 


A FAMILIAR 
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A 


FAMILIAR EPTSTLE 


FROM A 
LAW-STUDENT, i the Cob run x, 


To his F RI E N D, at the TB MBE. 


Torsnan-HaLL,* Auguſt, 1761. 


HEN, rouz'd by Stings of fore Repentance, 
Sage Prudence had pronounc'd the Sentence, 
That I from London far ſhould fly 
To ſtiller Scenes, and purer Sky; 
And there, in Solitude and Quiet, 
By Study hard, and meagre Diet, 
Should make Amends for every Minute 
Which flew as if the Devil was in it; 
And ſhould atone for former Pleaſures, 
By other Rules, and other Meaſures : 


* Tutſkam-Hall (whence this Epiſtle was written) is ſituated on the Banks of the River 
Medway, in the County of Kent, about five Miles from Maidflone. 


CF) 
Then (for the Bards of high Parnaſſus 
Can little call to Mind what paſſes) 
We, at that folemn Hour of Parting, 
Did join in Deed and Contract certain; 
And one Diviſion of the Writing 
Was thus — in legal Form reciting: 


De Parties whom ue now did mention, 
With honeſt Hearts, and ſound Intention, 
. © Agree (though Chance, or envious Fortune, 
„Their Hours of Face to Face ſhould ſhorten, 
* Howe'er disjoin'd by Fate, or Time, 
* Or Change of Humour, or of Clime) 

* Unleſs they can deviſe a better, 

To ſend a Meſſenger, call'd Letter, 

* Who ſhould, in ample Manner, tell 

„What Change, or Accident befell 

Their Health, their Study, or their Weather, 
Their Laugh, their Spleen, or all together. 
* And, as this Courier did petition, 

For greater Eaſe and Expedition, 

* That theſe the Parties, or their Mu/e 
„Would help him with a Pair of Shoes; 
Each, through Humanity and Conſcience, 

« Agrecd to give a Pair, which long ſince 
Were call'd poetic Socks or Sandals, 

„The Work of certain Runes, and Vandals, 
„And now, in this our modern Time, 

Are call'd the dancing Pumps of Rhyme ; 
„With which (as did of old the God“ 

For Juggling fam'd, and magic Rod) 

« He may, o'er Mountains, Rocks, and Torrents, 
« Skip hence to Paris, thence to Florence, 


* Mercury. 
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« Now here, now there, as Whim inclin'd him, 
While purſy Prudence lagg'd behind him; 
And flutter o'er the mightieſt Fence, 
The Bounds of Order, and of Senſe.” _— / 


Now, Friend, in Spight of all thy Wit, 
1 think (in modiſh Phraſe) you are bit; 
And I, by wicked Scheme, and charging, 
Have got the better of this Bargain ; 
As I by Precedent unfold, 
Deduc'd from Sires and Sages old : 
For, good Examples—Coke has ſaid it, — 
In Law are deem'd of wonderous Credit; 
And we, leſt thought in Law's Defiance, 
Purſue the Method of our Science. 


In old Reports, though little known 
To many a Coif-head of the Gown, 
(Where publiſh'd, now, we cannot charge us, 
At Athens, Colophon, or Argos, T 
So fam'd for Diſputation-Prizes, 
And their O/ympical Aſfees ) 
The Lawyer's Name, I think, was Homer, 
- Excuſe me, if I make Miſnomer — © 
In theſe Reports, the Caſe is told 
In ſterling Law, and Words of Gold: / 


As 


+ Theſe were three of the ſeven Towns which contended for the Honour of having been 
the Birth-place of that Father of Poetry, Homer: Let not this FosTHumovs Honoun, 
however, too much inflame the Ambition of the young Candidate for literary Reputation ; 
Let him remember, that 


Seven wealthy Towns contend for Homer Dx AD, 
Through which the L1v1xG Hemer begg'd his Bread. 
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As we forget the Method ſhewn, 
We muſt relate it in our own. 


* © Now ruſhes Diomede to War, 

In Radiance like the Autumnal Star, 
Through Rank and File in Hurry flies, 

* Pricks the fair Strumpet of the Skies ; + 

* And kicks poor Mars, like any Fury, 

* That Bully of Ethereal Drury ; 

Alone of all the Trojan Band, 

* Intrepid Glaucus dar'd to ſtand, 

And his bold Hardibood t engage 

* Againſt the Grecian Bravo's Rage. 

* But, ere they yet proceed to Blows, 

« Some Parley 's proper amongſt Foes : 
And now a wordy Conteſt try d is 

© Twixt Gaffar. Glaucus, and Tydides , 

* Much Talk—of mighty Folks above— 
Of Families deduc'd from Joe 

Of Acts of Peace and Deeds of Terror 
Of Amagont— and Fields of Error Fn 


* The ſeventy Lines, that follow, are s Traveſtie, or burleſque Imitation of ſome Paſſages | 
in the 5th and 6th Books of Homer's Iliad. 


High on his Helm celeſtial Lightenings play, 
His beamy Shield emits « living Ray; 
The unwearied Blaze inceſſant Streams ſupplies, 
Like the red Star that fires the Autumnal Skies. 
Porz's Homer's Iliad, B. 5. 


+ Venus, whom Homer introduces as engaging in the Battle, and wounded by Diomede. 
t Hardibeed, Boldneſs, Daring. 


0259 
Of Step-Mothers—and Dragou- Warrior 
And Joſephs turn'd to Letter-Carriers — 
„Til, after all theſe Windings paſt, 
They find they Goſſips were, at laſt. . 


Then Tydeus' Som (as ſhrewd'a Youth, . 
* As Intereſt ever led from Trum) 
O Friend, be all our Bloodſhed der; 
© Let's crack a Pint, and fight no more! 
Old Oeneus, in his ftraw-built 
* Warm'd brave Bellerophon with Pottage; 
And twenty Days with Beef and Carrot, 
And foreign Ale, and home-brew'd Claret, 
© This Gueſt of Climes remote (they tell ye) 
© Did fill the Yacuums of his Belly: 


ng 

A Bandage, fit for ſeveral Uſes, 

Well ſtrengthened with repeated Stitches, 

© To tighten up his royal Breeches ; 

„Of this his Grandfire did avail him, 

* When ſhrinking Hips began to fail him, f 
P p * From 


*———* Welcome, my brave hereditary ue 
06 Thus ever tors Wand kind Embrace; 
Nor ſtain the ſacred Friendſhip of our Race. 
„Know, Chief, our Orandſires have been Gueſts of old; 4 
< Oenens the ſtrong, Bellerophen the bold: 
6 Our ancient Seat his honour'd Preſence grac'd, 
* Where twenty Days in genial Rites be paſe'd. 
** The parting Heroes mutual Preſents left ; | 
A golden Goblet was thy Grandfire's Gift; 4 


— — — ˙k—— , —— - = 


( 290 ) 


From whom deſcends this knightly Banner, 
« As Heir- loom of the Etolian Manor; 
„This gave the King, by Way of Barter, 
By Gods call'd Bets by Men call'd Garter. 
« Bellerophon then made his Tender, 

* Diſdaining to be laſt in Splendor ; _ 

A Cup of wonderous Form and Metal, 


pe Large as degenerate modern Kettle, 


A Lid Ionic, a Stopper 

The Cup of Tin, the Lid of Copper, 

„Fit for the King, when drunk, or ſober, 
To warm his Porter, or October. 

„And, now, let us, by Influence led 

Of theſe, the Worthies of the Dead, 
Exchange our Armour, as in Token 

Of Friendſhip, and of Faith unbroken, 
That all around us may be certain 

We ſmil'd good-humour'd at our Parting.” 


Poor, honeſt Glauocus, little viewing 
The Trap thus baited for his Ruin, 


* (Fove 


« Oeneur a Belt of matchleſs Work beſtow'd, 

« 'That rich with Tyrian Dye refulgent glow'd. 

© (This from his Pledge I learn'd, which, ſafely ſtor'd 

„Among my Treaſures, ſtill adorns my Board) 

« Mindful of this, in Friendſhip let us join; 

If Heaven our Steps to foreign Lands incline, | 
% My Gueſt in Argos thou, and I in Lycia thine, 

« Now change we Arms, and prove to either Hoſt, 

„We guard the Friendſhip of the Line we boaſt.” 


Thus having ſaid, the gallant Chiefs alight, 
Their Hands they join, their mutual Faith they plight ; 


Brave 
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+ (Fove chang'd him to a Kent Farmer)? 
* Exchang'd for Braſs his galden Armour, 

With which he aft was wont to ſpark it 

At every Lycian Fair and Market, | 

When Fuſts and Taurnamente were held, 

* Militia-Triumphs of the Field: | 

* And now Tydides bears away 

The wheedled Trophies of the Day; > 4 

And is eſteem'd, in War, or Peace, f 

The greateſt red- cot Beau in Greece. | % 


Thus ends the Tale: And, if a Dame, 
Whom Modeſty the Modeſt name, 
Will not permit thee to unfold 

Who takes in Braſs, and pays in Gold; 

That fair ingennous Shame to wound, 

From me be never borne the Sound ; 

But, may the pleaſing Secret reſt 

Safe ſhrouded in this conſcious Breaſt. 


And, now, in proper Form, tis fit, | 
Without one doggrel.Catch at Wit, s 
Pp 2 To 


Brave Glaucus then each narrow Thought reſign'd, 
(Fove warm'd his Boſom, and enlarg'd his Mind)“ 
For Diomede's braſs Arms, of mean Device, 
For which nine Oxen paid, (a vulgar Price) 
He gave his own, of Gold divinely wrought, . 
An hundred Bee ves the ſhining Purchaſe bought. 

Pors's Hemer*s Iliad, B. 6. 


* The Words, in the Original, are ve est, which may, indifferently, be interpreted, 
be took away bis Underſlanding ; or, be elevated his Mind. Pope, by the Turn he has given to it 
in his Tranſlation, ſeems to conſider the Exchange, on the Part of Glaucur, as an Exertion of 
extraordinary Diſintereſtedneſs and Generoſity. 
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To let thee know how flow my Days, 
In Toil, in Study, or in Eaſe; 

And how the Summer's liberal Hand 
With Pride adorns the ſmiling Land; 
That ſome of theſe, or one, or all 
May tempt thee down to Tut/bam-HHall. 


Ere early five has ſtruck, I riſe, 


When fair Aurora ſtreaks the Skies, 


And, high on fluttering Pinions borne;, 


The lively Lark ſalutes the Morn, 


And every Zephyr bears along 

The Warblings of the matin Song; 

I riſe, but not abroad repair 

To breathe the Fragrance of the Air; 
Nor o'er the upland Meadow ſtray 
To hail the riſing God of Day; 

But, wiſely pondering future Time, 
Diſclaiming all the Sins of Rhyme, 
And, provident for ſerious Age; . 

I ſeek the Work of reverend Sage, 
(Who wrote, in Days of Yore, a Book: 
Of mickle* Fame) y-cleped Coke : 

With him Director of my Way, 
Through Mazes intricate I ſtray ; 

And, ſmit with Dread and ſacred Awe, 
Behold the Labyrinths of Law; 
Mazes, which he could well explore, 
As could old Dædalus of yore; 

And, like that Dedalus, he tries 


To guide me through unuſual Skies 


* Mic!l:, musb, great. Felt ped, called, named, 
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While I, on waxen Wings, eſſay 
To gain a nearer Glimpſe of Day, 
Down plumb, in Head-ache, and in Terror, 
I plunge into the Sea of Error. 


When, thus, midſt ſolemn Dons, at laſt, 
Six lingering loitering Hours are paſt, 
O! who the Pleaſure would refuſe - 

Of liſtening to the chearful Mu, 
Or ſhe, of old who wak'd the Lyre 
With Horace's immortal Fire ? 

Or ſhe, who, in inſpiring Dream, 
Late prompted the delightful Theme, 
When to the Pers raptur d Eyes 
Imagination bade ariſe 

Each Spirit of the Fuiry-Race 

That crowds her Empire's ample Space, 
And to late Ages bade the Strain 
Convey the Wonders of her Reign? 


Conſulting, then, my Body's Weal, 

hie me to my moderate Meal; 
Or Capon grown, or youthful Cockrell, 
(Excuſe this curſed Itch of Doggrell) 
Or Lamb, or Veal, with Peas, or Sallad, 
All Favourites of my vulgar Palate, 
But till, with Conſtancy of Romans, 

I moſt adhere to College-Commons.. 


But you, Apoſtate to the Throng; 
The temperate Sons of moral Song—- 


( 
* Spenſer 


You 
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You heed no more than Breath of Bellows 
The Dictates of the ſage Ofe/lus, * 
(Whom Horace mentions in his Satires, 
To hate all Boar and Veniſon-Eaters, 
And well to bear or Faſt, or Famine, 
As Cordelier, or Indian Bramin) 
But riotouſly dare expatiate, 
With keeneſt Appetite inſatiate, 
| Looſe every Rein, nor ſtrive to curb it; 
But batten on luxurious Turbot, 
Or Marrow-Pye, or Veniſon-Paſty, ; 
Or Pudding-Plum, or Pudding-haſty ; 
Nay, more to aggravate thy Crimes, 
And brand thee to remoteſt Times, 
Thou, late, devoid of common Pity, 
With Felon-Scheme didſt ſeek the City; 
And, then and there, at Houſe of Merchant, 
Or Alderman, or Common-Serjeant, 
Didſt pour of Burgundy a Cadus 
On living Turtle from Barbadoes ; 
And didſt with Negro- Wench combine 
To ſtew it whole in Floods of Wine; 
And then, with Carver (Value Three-pence) 
Didſt ſcore it, as a Child does Pippins ; 
And then, like Monk with reverend Tonſure, 
Didſt eat a Quarter as thine own Share: 
I ſtop——ariſing now my Gorge is, 
At Thought of ſuch infernal Orgies—— 
O neer may future Bard digeſt T 
The Horrors of ſo rich a Feaſt !” 


* Vide Horat. Satyr. Lib. 2, Sat. 2. 


+ O! ner may they again digeſt 
The Horrors of ſo ſad a Feaſt ! PrroR's Alma, B. 1. 


When 
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When milder ſlopes the ſolar Ray, 
Well-pleas'd, I take my lonely Way, 
Or through the linnet-haunted Grove, 
Where oft the liſtening Dryads rove, 
Fearful leſt any vulgar Eye 
Should their chaſte Myſteries deſcry ; 
Or to the Field, where all around 
The Reapers' merry Tales reſound; 
Or where the Sheep are pour'd along, 
Attentive to the Shepherd's Song, 
And, ſtarting from their Couch of Graſs, 
Oſt gaze, and wonder, as I paſs : 
Or where, on yon extended Plain, 
Each Hamlet ſpreads her youthful Train, 
At Bars, or Cricket's nobler Game 
Contending for the Wreath of Fame; \ 
Each bluſhing Maid, with longing _ g 
Incites her Lover to the Priae: 
While all the reverend Sires around 
At Eaſe recline along the Ground, 
And fondly mention Oer and o'er 
How fleet they ran in Days of yore; 
And each, with Eyes of gliſtening Joy, 
Beholds the Wonders of his Boy. 


Thence bear me to the Meadow's Side, 
Where flows the River's eaſy Tide! 
Here oft in penſive Mood I ſtray, 
Recalling many a tuneful Lay, 

Which pour'd, "this gliding Stream along, 
The Maſter of the Fuiry- Song; 


. Spenſer. 


— 
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And many a Note, and many a Tale, 
Which hither ſtole from Pen/burſ?'s * Vale, 
When Sidney to the liſtening Swains 
Breath'd all around his Doric Strains, 

And fix'd the Medway's every Grove 

The Seat of Poetry and Love. 


As late I rov'd along the Stream, 
Amus' d with many a floating Dream, 
Before me quickly ſkimm'd along 
My Childhood Hours of idle Song; 
What Time, in rural Eaſe reclin'd, 

1 warbled to the paſſing Wind; 
Or, when, along the ſecret Dale, 
Amanda liſtened to my Tale, 
And whiſper'd in the conſcious Grove 
The faultering Sounds of mutual Love; 
'Theſe Days, theſe Hours, in glittering Dyes, 
My fond Remembrance bade ariſe 
I fight d——Ah! fled is Colin's Strain, 
And other Days and Hours remain : 
O, why not in theſe peaceful Shades 

r the fair Pierian Maids ? 
Or, why, when Time but now began 
To ſtamp me with the Seal of Man, 


Should 


®* Penſburſt, the ancient Seat of the noble Family of the Sidneys, is ſituated near the Source 
of the River Medway, in Kent: It is memorable for having been the Birth-place of the gal- 
lant Sir Philip Sidney, who ſeemed (according to Camden) to have been ſent by Providence in- 
to the World, to give the preſent Age a Specimen of the Ancients-—-Camden tiles him, alſo, 
The great Glory of his Family, the great Hopes of Mankind, the moſt lively Pattern of 
Virtue, and the Darling of the learned World.” The old Writer's whole Eulogy of his Fa- 
vourite (which is too long to inſert here) breathes a Warmth and Enthuſiaſm of Affection, 
which makes us love the Panegyriſt, almoſt as much as we admire his Hero. 
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Should every Grace and every Muſe 
Their oft intreated Aid refuſe ? 


Again return, ye ſmiling Hours ! 
Return, ye fair poetic Powers ! 
And hither, laurell'd Siſters, bring 
The breathing Lute, the ſounding String 
Bid Foy here fix his happy Seat, 
And Care, intruding Care, retreat 
Bid Yenus bring her ſmiling Train, 
And Love, and Eaſe, and Pleaſure reign! 
Thus I, preſumptuous As, of old, 
Romances have the Wonders told, 
How Knight (ſome Florimel to gain, 
Whom Giant bound in ruthleſs Chain) 
Arm'd cap-a-pie, in hoſtile State 
Approach'd his Adverſary's Gate, 
And bade the Paynim Carle prepare * 
By Blaſt of Horn, for Deeds of War ; 
Straight, bickering Lightenings glance around, 
And muttering Earthquakes rock the Ground ; 
On Griffon, or on Hydra flies 
Some black Magician through the Skies, 
And, with a Wand of mighty Force, 
Stops the bold Warrior in his Courſe: 
So happ'd it now :-— +A Form appears, 
Low ſunk beneath the Weight of Years; 
Q q A Band 


* Paynim Carle, Pagan Clown. = 


+ The Choice of Hercules (that beautiful Fable of Prodicus, related by Xenopben in his Me- 
moirs of Socrates) is one of the nobleſt moral Leſſons of Antiquity : That it was a favourite 
Subject for PiQures, of old, we have the Authority of Philoftratus, in his Life of Apolloniur, 
B. 6, C. 10; and the antient Poets have frequent Alluſions to it: Siljus [talicus has in his 


Poem 


* 
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A Band his ſable Boſom grac'd ; 

A Girdle bound his ermin'd Waiſt ; 

His Noſe, of Promontory Size, 

Was arm'd with artificial Eyes ; 

A Wiz, in myſtic Curls y-ſpread, 

Hung many a Fathom from his Head; 
With Pain he bore, in tottering State, 

A necromantic Folio's Weight, 

Inſcrib'd with Taliſmans moſt dire, 

To check the ſprightlieſt Muſe's Fire: 

T ſhook, turn'd pale, my Blood ſcarce ran: 
He hem'd—ha'd—cough'd, and thus began. 


O Son! what direful Ws await 
* The Progreſs of thy future Fate, 
* If thus, by recreant Fancy led, 
* You woo theſe Harlots to your Bed, 
And right, and legal Reaſon quit 
For Lozels * baſe, and Pagan Mit? 
| * Albeit 


Poem, B. 45, 4 Choice of Scipio, entirely borrowed from it: 'The ſweet Bard of the Leaſowes 
was the firſt who gave to it an Engliſh Dreſs; and it has received the higheſt poſſible Embel- 
liſnment in the elegant, yet cloſe, Imitation of the preſent learned Biſhop of Oxford: The 
Reader will find a ſhort Poem upon this Subject (intended for muſical Compoſition) in the 
Beginning of this Volume, P. 41.—— The Writer of this Epiſtle, doubtleſs, had this admired 
Allegory in his Eye, in the Conſtruction of the Fable he introduces; and, it is hoped, the ſe. 
verer Critic will not condemn the Liberty he has taken of adding a fourth Perſonage to the 
Drama, until it ſhall firſt be determined, whether this be not a dignus Vindice Nodus ; whether 
any Thing, leſs than the Iuterpoſition of a Deity, could induce a Man to forego the ſweet So- 


licitation and Society of the Muſe, for the ſevere Diſcipline, and harſh Admonition of the 
Genius of the Year-Books — Scriblerus Minimtus. 


+ Loxel:, i. e. Lyars, Cheats. 
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* Albeit* in this thy youthful Prime, 

In Pheaſaunce flow thy reckleſs Time, 

© Yet, when white Ed ſhall o'er thy Head 
* It's venerable Honours ſpread, - 

* Eftſoons theſe tinſel Glitterings fade, 
Their Pride is gone, their Sheen decay'd ; 
* O, where, then, in that Evening Hour, 
* Thy Wealth, thy Splendor, or thy Power ? 
Or, where thoſe Trappings of the Sage, 
That ſhould adorn thy ſtudious Age ? 

* Pale Want her Harpy-Wings ſhall ſpread ; 
And Care ſhall haunt thy lonely Bed; 

* No Bar ſhall echo with thy Fame ; 

* Inglorious ſhall deſcend thy Name, 

Or live, on blaſting Murmurs borne, 
Of ſerious Senſe the Jeſt, and Scorn : 

O rouſe thee, then this myſtic Lore 
With Eyes of ſtudious Zeal explore; 
By Toil, by Hardiment, and Pain, 

O ſtrive the ſteep Aſcent to gain; 

* Then, all thy Hours of Labour paſt, 
Each Day ſhall ſmile upon the laſt” 


Thus he :——Light-ſtepping o'er the Green, 
The youngeſt of the Nine is ſeen ; 
(Who not on Pindus' ſacred Height 
Wing'd the bold Ardour of her Flight; 
But at the Foot, in humble Cell, 


With lonely Shepherd deign'd to dwell, 
Qq 2 
Albeit, i. e. Although. Eſiſeont, Speedily. 
Pleaſaunce, Pleaſure. Sheen, Splendor, Brightneſs. 
Reck/eſ1, Careleſs. Hardiment, Dariqg, Perſeverance; 


Ed, Old-Age. 
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And oft, in many a lowly Lay, 

Stole eaſy through the Summer Day) 
With fluttering Joy her Voice I hear, 
Her Voice ſo cuſtom'd to mine Ear 


O! if for Happineſs you ſtrive, 
For which alone the Wiſe would live, 
For which, through Nature's various Plan 
* Attentive ſtrains the Mind of Man, 
Seek not her Smile in idle State, 
+ Amidſt the Tumults of the Great; 
* Nor yet with Wealth abides the Fair, 
* Wealth, the ſure Hoſt of pining Care; 
Nor Power, nor Public-Fame, beſtows 
The moral Bliſs of calm Repoſe: 
But, in the Myſe's lonely Seat 
* She deigns to fix her calm Retreat ; 
* There oft, with fond, maternal Love, 
* She viſits whom the Nine approve; 
* Beam'd from the Mind's interior Powers, 
* She gilds the virtuous Poet's Hours; 
* And, ſoaring to ſublimer Things, 
* Leaves Pomp and Miſery to Kings: 
* O let not, then, this /izard's Tongue 
* Allure thee from the Sons of Song, 
To buly Noiſe, and wordy Strife, 
* The wrangling Diſſonance of Life , 
Nor, by % Promiſe led aſtray, | 
Think Fortune ſhall attend thy Way; | 
If aught the Myſe aright divine, 
For thee no Hoards of Gold ſhall ſhine ; 
* No Honours ſhall around thee wait ; 
No Clients ſhall beſiege thy Gate; 
Nor Fame in blooming Wreaths ſhall ſpread 
* The civic Crown around thy Head: 
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Then vain thy moſt aſſiduous 'Toil, 
Thy early Watch, thy Midnight Oil, 
« Thy Hours of Labour never paſt, 

« Each Day ſhall frown upon the laſt.” 


She ceas'd—Quick raptur'd from the Heart, 
Never, O never let us part 
When ſtraight, without a Breeze, the Grove 
In ſolemn Reverence ſeem' d to move; 
And every Thing around was aw'd, 
As conſcious of ſome preſent God :— 
Submiſs I gaz'd, as through the Shade 
Appear'd the Fove-deſcended Maid; 
Who ſometimes, though of heavenly Birth, 
Deigns guide the- erring Sons of Earth; 
And then, with Olive-Branch is ſeen, 
The Symbol of the Athenian QMeen; 7 
Deep. through my Breaſt her Accents ſtole, 
And mute Attention rapt my Soul: 


* Think not the mighty Lord'of Heaven 
To Man has Life and Reaſon given, 
That center'd in his narrow Breaſt* 
Their active Energy ſhould reſt; 
« Nor think to any Sphere confin'd . 
The Blefling of the virtuous Mind: 
+ The great Diſpoſer here below, 
* Hath mingled Happineſs with Woe, 
* And bade eternal Order move 
« In ſocial Life, and ſocial Love : 
« Who ſecks, in Indolence and Eaſe 
To waſte the Bloſſom of his Days, 
Too late diſcovers, to his Coſt, 
His promis'd Happineſs is loſt, 4 
e 


| 


| 
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He beſt can hope the Bliſs to prove 
Of Eaſe, of Pleaſure, and of Love, 
* Who ſometimes from the Crowd retires 
To Thoughts which Solitude inſpires, © 
And blends, with Buſineſs, and with Noiſe, 
The penſive Muſ/e's ſilent Joys, 
* For thee—whate'er thy future Sphere 
* Commit to Heaven's diſpoſing Care— 
* Think, if one Orphan's grateful Sighs, 
* One Widow's Prayer ſhall reach the Skies, 
* Think, if one Friend confeſs thine Aid, 
How well thy Labour is repaid! 
* Thy Heart with honeſt Joy ſhall glow ; 
* Thy Days in honour'd Peace ſhall flow ; 
By every Friend of Worth approv'd ; 
By candid Innocence belov d; 
And Time ſhall grave upon thy Stone —— 
He Liv'd NOT FOR HIMSELF ALONE! 


Something ſhe added, which, in vain, 
I ſtrove quite perfect to retain, 
About a Swain, whoſe ſpotleſs Youth 
She guided in the Paths of Truth; 
To whom ſhe oft had deign'd impart = 
Each Attic Elegance of Art : 
* To mu' (ſhe cried) © theſe Dictates bear 
The Name was loſt in empty Air.— 


If e' er of ſuch an one you hear, 
Friend Thomas, twitch him by the Ear : 
And tell him, that the tuneful Mazd, 
Who haunts the fair Parnaſſian Shade, 
Was ne'er intended as his Wife, 

Or Man's fix'd Concubine for Life : 
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But, that her ſoft aſſuaſive Strain 
Should ſoothe him in the Hour of Pain ; 
Should every finer Senſe impart ; 

Should warm, ſhould elevate his Heart; 
Should grace, ſhould dignify his Aim; 
Should wake him to the Voice of Fame ; 
Yet, never from his Breaſt remove 

The kindling Power of ſocial Love; 
Ne'er from the World's moſt toilſome Way 
To turn his weary Steps aſtray ; 

But, up the Precipice of I, 

And diſtant Virtue's ſtubborn Hill, 

To rouſe, to animate his Courſe, 

To ſtring his unelaftic Force, 

And guide through Nature's mazy Plan 
The Sage, the Patriot, and the Man. 


8 O N 


WEET Nelly's ſoft attractive Eyes 
Allure my Heart to Ruin; 
Fair Bella takes me by Surprize; 
Her Smartneſs is undoing, 


The Mildneſs of the gentle Sue 
O'ercomes,my Soul with Pleaſure : 
And lively, rapid, boiſterous Prue 
I love beyond all Mcaſure. 


The bright Eliza I adore ; 

| For ſhe is tall and ſlender: 
But, Harriot, ſtill, | value more; 
Becauſe ſhe 's fat and tender. 


| 
| 
1 
| 
= 
| 
| 
| 
[ 
i 
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For Anna, too, with Love I burn; 
Although no Maid is ſhorter : 

The pretty Sivia's Scorn I mourn: 
Dull Jenny gives me Torture. 


And, Half an hundred lovely Dames, 
Beſides theſe potent Charmers, 

Engroſs my Thoughts, poſſeſs my Dreams, 
And are my Heart's Alarmers: 


A thouſand Ways that Heart they ſeize; 
Their Charms I cannot parry ; 
A thouſand Ways my Humour pleaſe, 
Juſt as their Tempers vary : 


For, fat, or lean, or tall, or ſhort, 
Mild, ſenſible, or ſtupid, 

Whate'er ſhe is, I am her Sport, 

And, till, the Slave of Cupid. 


F 


Wo ͤ Buorcuxxs thin, 
Call'd Box x, and Sxix, 
Would ſtarve the Town, or near it; 
But, be it known | 
To Skin, and Bone, 
That FLESH and BLoop won't bear it. 


On two Butchers, (their real Names Bone and Skin) who attempted to raiſe the Markets. 


A LETTER 
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TU 
CHARLES LUCA'S By MD. 


One of the REPRESENTATIVES in PARLIAMENT, 
for the City of DUBLIN... 


_ WarTersToOwN, Auguſt 7th, 1970. 


ROM Noiſe and Buſineſs for a While retir'd, 
With ſacred LI ER TY by thee infpird; | 

While Shades and Groves I wander here along, 

Thy Pen informs, thy Merit claims my Song. 

Smit with the Charms of Virtue, more than Fame, 

Thee I eſpous'd, my firſt, and favourite Theme, 

Thy injur'd patriot Honours to defend ; 

And thought it Glory to be call'd Tay FaxrexD. 

Nor did baſe Adulation's ſervile Voice 

Prompt the free Tribute of my artleſs Choice; 

For, all unknown, except in Name, and Worth, 

Thy Deeds ſupply d the Truths my Muſe ſet forth: 

Rr Nor, 


* On Account of ſome particular Alluſions in the Courſe of this Letter, it may not be im- 
proper to obſerve, that it was firſt written Auguſt 10th, 1768; and afterwards reviſed, and 
ſent, with the Addition of a few Lines, agreeably to tne above Date. 
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Nor. now, had Gratitude, or Friendſhip mov'd, 
If, fully known, I not the more approv d. 


Conduct, as thine, ſo ſpirited, ſo new, 
Soon, Phoenix-like, the World's Attention drew. 
Envy, alarm'd, in Oppoſition roſe ; 

And, but the honeſt Few, all were thy Foes. 
Dark Calumny a thouſand Engines try'd, 

To blaſt thy Laurels, and thy Worth to hide; 
And, centering in himfelf, the venal Breaſt 
Of thy Proceeding made his Schemes the Teſt. 
So Moles * unable to perceive the Sun, 
Affirming his DefeRs, expoſe their own. 
Vet, ſtill, thy Virtues genuine I believ'd; 
Nor in the Ordeal were my Hopes deceiv'd. 


Croſs'd in thy Views, in all thy Labours croſs'd, 
I ſaw thee in a Storm of Faction toſs d; 
Like the great Roman, bravely, though in vain, 
Struggling thy harraſs'd Country to ſuſtain. 
Ye Slaves of Power, Scribblers of Proſe, or Rhymes, 
Bluſh, bluſh for Shame, to recolle& thoſe Times! 
Thoſe Times, when, proſtituted, every Pen 
Extoll'd, ador'd an impious Race of Men, 
Who, loſt to Honour, in Oppreſſion bold, 
Down trampled Laws; your Rights and Freedom fold. 
Lucas alone then, obſtinately juſt, 
Stood forth your Champion, and maintain'd his Truſt, 
Till the gall'd Hand of delegated Power 
Forc'd him an Exile from his native Shore : 


Yet 


* A little ſooty blind Animal, which roots out its wretched Livelihood under Ground; and 
is repreſented by Ap denying the Exiſtence of the Sun, becauſe it had not Eyes to ſee it. 
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Yet, true to Principle, ſtill undeterr'd, 

His Country's Weal he to his own preferr'd ; | 
Waited his Time; the happy Moment found: 
Return'd; attempted ; with Succeſs was crown d; 
And, ſtill, in Envy's and Detraction's Spite, 

He toils, unweary'd, and perſiſts in Right. 
Might I, without a Boaſt, that Honour claim, 

I would avow our Principles the ſame; 

And that the Genius, which inſpir' d thee, 

Gave a ſmall Portion of thy Flame to me. 

Be it my Glory, as tis thine, to hate 

Each Tool of Faction, and each Pimp of State; 
To drooping Worth a foſtering Hand to lend; 
And, in whatever State, be Virtue's Friend; 
And, though thy Heights I not preſume to reach, 
To live the Example bf the Truths I teach. 


What! though the fawning, temporizing Crowd, 
n Rancour bitter, and in Scandal loud, 
Decry thy Meaſures ; thwart thy generous Toils; 
And, gorging, wallow in a Nation's Spoils ; 
Still firſt, and dauntleſs in the glorious Cauſe, 
Aſſert our Rights, our Liberties, and Laws: 
Conſcious of Rectitude, that ſhall ſupply 
Comforts, which ill- got Wealth, and Pomp deny; 
Nor, while from thence thy fair Ambition ſprings, 
Need'ſt thou, a ſecond Solon, ſtoop to Kings; 
And, though Ingratitude diſpute thy Claim, 
The Oc TENNIAL BILL * ſhall eternize thy Fame. 
Rr 2 Quite 


t 'Tis well known, he was in the clear Receipt of three thouſand Pounds a Year, in Len- 
den, as a Phyſician, when, on the Deceaſe of his late Majeſty, he left that Metropolis, and 
returned to Dublin, at the Call of his Fellow-Citizens, to repreſent them in Parliament. 


* Dr. Lucas was the Father and firſt Mover of the Bill for Limitation of Parliaments in 
Ireland. 
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Quite out of Nature's, and of Reaſon's Courſe, 
Preſcription had of Law uſurp d the Force; 
While penſion'd Gamblers, Knaves, and Minions fate, 
From Juſtice ſcreen'd, Prime Rulers of the State. 
Stripp'd of our Birth-right, vainly we complain'd ; 
For Tyrants once, perpetual Tyrants reign'd ; 
Sunk in luxurious Sloth, their Bills unpaid, 
Meanneſs, an4 Penury debas'd our Trade; 

And Arts, and Learning all their Vigour loſt, 
Like budding Flowers, nipp'd by untimely Froft. 
Thoſe lron- times we now no more enduie; 


And that Palladium ſhall: our Rights ſecure. 


Guard, guard it, Friends, and with Diſcretion uſe ; 
Nor let Miſconduct tempt you to abuſe 
Firm, incorrupt, great Heirs of Freedom born, 
The ſlaviſh Baits of vile Seduction ſcorn ; 
5corn, and for ever brand, it ſuch there lives, 
The Wretch whoſe Tongue a venal Suffrage gives: 
But, bold and prudent in your Choice, reſpect 
Men of try'd Worth; the ſpecious Knave reject: 
And let this Maxim fix'd Imprefſion make, 
IWhoe'er attempts to bribe, a Bribe will take. 
Do you yourſelves the Path for them purſue ; 
And ſhew them 'tis their Intereſt to be true: 
For, loſt again, its Loſs you may deplore ; 
Another Luc as ſhall ariſe no more. N 


But yet the Muſe, though vaſt thy Merits be, 
Aſeribes, in partial Strains, not all to thee: 
Oh! could her Flight ſupport the grand Deſign, 
Each Patriot Worthy in my Verſe ſhould ſhine. 
But future Bards, in happier Numbers bleſs'd, 
Rapt with the glorious Theme, ſhall ſing the Reſt ; 


* 
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Shall ſing the Man in Wiſdom's School approv'd, 

For Taſte admir'd, for generous Worth belov'd ; 
While every Youth, aſpiring after Fame, 

Shall pant for Freedom at thy Gaulfeeld's* Name: 
Then, when each Breaſt the Voice of Genius fires, 
And Attic Elegance the Soul inſpires, 

Aſſembled Senates, wondering, ſhall avow, 

What Tully was, a Bellamont t is now: 

Nor ſhall their Actions fail of juſt Applauſe, 

Who, like Mountmorres, + fought their Country's Cauſe. 


How with extatic Warmth my Boſom glows, 
To ſee the Bleſſings LIBER TY beſtows! 
For, here, O Lucas! in theſe fertile Plains, 
In native Grace the charming Goddeſs reigns: _ 
Through Meads and Paſtures, verdant Hills and Dales, 
Her grateful Influence uncontroul'd prevails. 
The chearful Hind, his Day of Labour o'er, 
Safe from Deduction counts his little Store; 
While round his Knees his decent Fondlings cling, 
And make the Peaſant in his Heart a King. 
Where dreary Bogs extended long and wide, 
Now golden Harveſt ſpreads her weavy Pride; 
And fattening Herds, and ruminating Sheep, 
In goodly Proſpect range the upland Steep; 
The feather'd Tenants of the oods appear 
With bolder Wing, nor dread Oppreſſion here; 
Induſtrious Truth unites the neighbouring Swains, 
And, once again, on Earth Aſtræa reigns. 
Thus ſweet Contentment every Care beguiles; 
And every Cot with Peace and Plenty ſmiles : 


* The Right Honourable Jamrs CavriyrittD, Earl of Charlemount. 


Nor 


2 The Right Honourable Sir Cnarins Coon, Kr. of the Bath, Earl of Bellamont. 


+ The Right Honourable Haxvey Morres, Lord Viſcount Moauntmorres, 


h __ 8 * 
— — 


| 
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Nor needs the Muſe, each Heart, expanding, tells, 
Here Louth with Liberty auſpicious dwells —— 
Sprung from a Race, in earlieſt Annals found, 

For Wiſdom, Juſtice, and for Arms renown'd ; 

In every arduous Taſk of Duty try'd, 

Who ſtood unblemiſh'd, or, for Freedom dy d; 

With added Beams, intrinſically bright, 

He ſhines diſtinguiſh'd in unborrow'd Light : 

Bleſt as a Maſter; as a Landlord bleſt ; 

The firſt of Huſbands; ard of Friends the beſt. 
His own in him a tender Parent find, 

And in his Sphere the Reſt of human Kind : 

O'er all his Thoughts Benevolence preſides ; 

And inborn Honour all his Actions guides. 

Learn'd, without Pride ; though highly faſhion'd, plain ; 
In Station free; and, though a Lord, not vain; 

He meets Reſpect, juſt as Diſtinction ſhould, 

From gentle Manners, more than Rank, or Blood : 
Rare Proof that Virtue Title beſt ſupports, 

And ſtamps true Greatneſs, not deriv'd from Courts. 


When 


* The Right Honourable THOMAS BiRMINGHAM, Earl of Louth. Whoever has ſeen 
(as the Writer very happily cften has) the Poor, through all the neighbouring High-Roads 
and Villages, falling on their Knees, and hfting up their ardent Eyes and Hands to Heaven, 
in Bleſſings on this worthy Nobleman's equally worthy, and amiable Children, as they paſſed 
along ; whoever ſaw the Grief and un'cigned Tears of the Country, far and wide, through all 
Ranks and Conditions, on his Lordſhip's taking of his final Leave, Friday, May the 10th, 1771, 
will readily ſubſcribe to the Truth of the above Deſcription. Nor was this the fawning Arti ce 
of an intereſted Tenartry : IWaterſlown is not his Lordſhip's paternal Seat; he had been only a 
caſual Sojourner there, ſor about fifteen Years, during the Minority of Mr. H. O, ye Great! 
ye oſtentatious Inheritors of Rank, and Opulence ! how eaſily might you conciliate Affection, 
where, now, ye but too often provoke Contempt! Fortuitous, and mean, are the Conſe- 
quences of your external Advantages! Do you aſpire at Importance ?—eſtabliſh it in the 
Heart: Do you look for Reſpe& ?—'tis founded in Deſert. You can never loſe by Conde- 
ſcenſion; and, only by Humility can you be exalted, | 


* 
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When Lalius rul'd, Times well remember'd yet, 
Often recall'd, and always with Regret, . 
A County, wiſe and generous in their Choice, 
Unanimous on him beſtow'd their Voice. 

To Fortune born, though then to Wealth unknown, 
Free were his Thoughts; his Actions all his own ; 
Not ſkill'd, nor form d, in ſervile Train to draw, 

His Guide was Reaſon; and his Sanction Law. 
Even Lælius courted; yet his ſtedfaſt Soul 

No Hopes could lure; no Eloquence controul: 
Friendſhip itſelf, unbiaſs d, he withſtood 

Nor felt, nor thought, but for his Country's Good. 
And if, my Friend, cer in deteſted Hour, 

This Iſle ſhould groan beneath perverted Power; 
When you, and he, and Leinſter s * ſelf ſhall fail 

To awe Corruption, which muſt then prevail, 
Smiling amidſt the Storm, he firm ſhall ſtand, 

The Boaſt, and Patron of this hapleſs Land ; 

And though of all State Honours diſpoſſeſt, | 
Shall find ſuperior, lodg'd within his Breaſt. — 


Yet, hold too long againſt an harden'd Age, 
Has Satyr bent her ineffectual Rage: 
Abuſe, and Scandal boil on every Tongue; 
And random Cenſure has been ſhot too long. 
Each petty Newſmonger, who ſcarcely ſpells, 
Big with himſelf, three Kingdoms' Intereſt tells; 
And, plum'd in Ignorance, with deciſive Tone, 
Explodes State Failures, and——negleQs his own; 
And, like immortal Pope, muſt wield the Pen, 
To © daſh the Front of ſhameleſs, guilty Men.” 
But ſhameleſs Guilt, who can expect to daſh ? 
The Curb it feels not; nor regards the Laſn 


His Grace, Jawmzs Firz-GeraLlp, Duke of Len ber. 
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They may be right; though differently I ſteer, 

Yet, Self-dependent, ne'er knew Hope nor Fear. 
Thou know'ſt, my Lucas, and canſt well atteſt 
The ſecret Workings of my inmoſt Breaſt, 

Born for Mankind, not for myſelf I live ; 

Nor wiſh Advantage, where I none can give. 

My Soul, confeſs'd, enlarg'd Affection ſways ; 

And warm Affection ever tunes my Praiſe ; 

Averſe alike to flatter, or offend ; 

Juſtice my Aim, and general Good my End; : 
With equal Eye, Wealth, Pomp, and Power I ſcan; 
And ſcorn the Peer, whoſe Conduct ſhames the Man. 
Yet, ſcourging Vice, we may be candid too; 

And render Praiſe to whom juſt Praiſe is due. 

Thus Man, by bright Examples, may be taught 

To think aright, and act the Part he ought. 

Virtue, in her own Lovelineſs array'd, 

Will charm the Froward, aud the Bold diſſuade ; 
But, Error, we too rigorouſly oppoſe, 

Callous, and Proof to all Correction grows. 


But, in the Account of duly ſtated Time, 
Too long, perhaps, I ſpin this idle Chime. — 
A Nation's Weal may mark thy penſive Brow ; 
Or Sickneſs languiſh for thy Preſence now. 
Go, with thy grateful, wonderous Skill reſtrain 
The Throbs of Grief, and check the Sting of Pain. 
Go, like thy ſacred Maſter, Comfort give ; 
And bid flow, lingering Deaths ariſe and live: 
Preſerve the Huſband to the weeping Wife; 
Or, in the Miſtreſs, ſave the Lover's Life; 
Reſtore the Hopes of ſome illuſtrious Line, 
And let them thank thee with a Heart like mine. 


I ML !; Rs 


OF THE 


FIRST ODE of the FIRST BOOK of HORACE. 


INSCRIBED TO THE 


Right Hon. PHILIP DORMER STANHOPE, Earl of Cues TER FigLD. 


THOU! whoſe Virtues A/bion's Sons can trace 
Through an ennobled long deſcending Race, 
Whoſe honour'd Friendſhip, and whoſe guardian Name 

Open a Proſpect to the Realms of Fame, 
Obſerve the various Paſſions of the Mind, 
That teize, delight, diſtract, and rule Mankind. 


+ There are tis ſtrange to ſay t, but there are — 
Who place their Glories in the rolling Car, 
6 b SC Who 


* MAacENas, atavis edite Regibus! 
O, et Præſidium, et dulce Decus meum ! 


+ Sunt quos Curriculo Pulverem Olympicum 
Collegiſſe juvat, Metaque fervidis 
Evitata 
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3 Who drive the flying Steeds with niceſt Art, 

And act the Charioteer's tyrannic Part. 
Hark! Stranger, hark! the circling Scourges ſound ; 
The Bridles jingle, and the Horſes bound : 
In Clouds of Duſt the envelop'd Heroes fly, 
Like Gods inviſible to mortal Eye. 
Now, now, they laſh, and now, with Pride elate, 
Double the Corner, paſs the ſtreighten'd Gate ; 
Now, ſhort, or wide, with rapid Quickneſs turn; 
And for the Coachman's Laurels drive and burn. 
Oh ! give them all the Honours they require 
Let other Heroes other Virtues fire 
Be theſe for matchleſs Skill in driving known; 

And bind their Temples with a Whipcord Crown. 


| Tempt with Ambition, if you can, the Soul 
Whom neither Vanity, nor Wants controul ; 
Shew him the azure Garter dangling high, 
Or ſhake the taper Staff before his Eye, 
Say, the Gold-Key his Pocket-Holes ſhall grace, 
Promiſe the Gift of Gifts! Sir R-——?'s Place; 
Calm, and unmov'd, the Baits he ſhall behold, 
Deſpiſe the Enſigns, and diſdain the Gold; 
Safe in a Corner, humble Port he Il quaff, 
And, whilſt he pities Kings, at Stateſmen laugh. 


Evitata Rotis, Palmaque nobilis 
Terrarum Dominos evehere ad Deos. 


4 Hunc, ſi mobilium Turba Quiritium 
Certat tergeminis tollere Honori bus, 
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$ Or, try another, try a Man whoſe Rent, 
In Spight of Taxes, yields him ten per Cent, 
Bid him all Lands, all Purchaſes forego, 
And deal in South-Sea Bonds, —He Il anſwer, No! 


* Suppoſe a third, who plows his native Soil, 
And ſhares the Landlord's Pride, and Tenant's Toil, 
Is neither idly vain, nor humbly low, 

Perhaps a Juſtice, or who might be fo ;— 

Shall fuch a Man be lur'd from Plenty's Eaſe, 
Quit his own Hearth, and launch into the Seas! 
No, not at Fernon's Call; let others roam; 
He 'll fight the Spaniards, if he muſt, at Home, 


t But ſee the Merchant trembling for his Store; 
The Winds grow mighty, and the Tempeſts roar ; 
The freighted Veſſel, where his Treaſure lies, 

Now ſinks to Hell, now riſes to the Skies; 

Pale and aghaſt! his Thoughts, averſe to Gain, 

Seek but this once the Mercy of the Main; 

Should bounteous Neptune waft the Bark to Land, - 

See from each Eg 
812 


$ llum ſi proprio condidit Horreo 
Quicquid de Libycis verritur Areis, 


* Gaudentem patrios findere Sarculo 
Agros, Attalicis Conditionibus 
Nunquam dimoveas, ut Trabe Cypria 
Myrtoum pavidus Nauta ſecet Mare. 


t LuAantem Icariis Fluctibus Africum 
Mercator metuens, Otium et Oppidi 
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To Trade, to Avarice, he'll bid adieu, 

Let him but pay his Creditors their Due; 

That done, he Il ſeek ſome rural, calm Retreat, — 
No painful Doubts moleſt a Country-Seat. 

So vows the Trader, whilſt immers'd in Fear; 

The Bark once landed, other Scenes appear : 

All rural Proſpects vaniſh from his Mind; 

Again he tempts the Seas, and truſts the Wind. 

Why thould he change his Schemes? his Vows recant ? 
No Storm fo dreadful, as the Thoughts of Want. 


1 Such Cares moleſt not Bacchanalian Hours, 
When **** revels in his Midnight Bowers , 
Or, ſtretch'd at Eaſe, within the rich Alcove, 
The poliſh'd Temple, or the gloomy Grove, 
Near ſome cool Spring, where Hermits us'd to pray, 
Whoſe Borders kneeling Saints have worn away, 
He lolls ſupine, till Fumes invade his Head, 
And ſneering Servants heave their Load to Bed. 


$ Camps, and the Clarion ſounding from afar, 
Rouze, and delight the mighty Chiefs of War ; 
Where Honour calls, the undaunted Heroes run, 
(Each Mother trembling for her darling Son) 


Laudat Rura ſui : mox reficit Rates 
Quaſlas, indocilis Pauperiem pati. 


| Eft qui nec veteris Pocula Maſſici, 
Nec Partem ſolido demere de Die 
Spernit, nunc vicidi Membra ſub Arbuto 
Stratus, nunc ad Aque lene Caput ſacræ. 


$ Multos Caſtra juvant, et Lituo Tubæ | 
Permiſtus Sonitus, Bellaque Matribus 
Deteſtata, 


— 
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Arms their Profeſſion, Victory their Aim, 
They live with Danger; or, they die with Fame. 


+ The Sportſman, fearleſs of the Winter's Morn, 
Obeys the Summons of his Hound and Horn ; 
From Love, and ſweet domeſtic Dalliance flies, 
To brave the inclement Fury of the Skies, 
Through dreary Storms, with more than eager Pace, 
To drive o'er Hills and Plains the ſavage Race. 


* While I, if haply the conſenting Muſe 
Melodious Senſe, and charming Sounds infuſe, 
If ſweet Euterpe deign her Aid to bring, 

And Polyhymnia ſtrike the Leſbian String, 

Far from the feeble Glance of vulgar Eye, 

To pleaſing Shades, and cooling Grottoes fly, 
Where lovely Nymphs alternately advance, 
And nimble Satyrs join the myſtic Dance; 

Be rural Paſtimes, harmleſs Sports my Theme, 
The ſmiling Shepherdeſs, the limpid Stream : 


f ——— Manet ſub Jove frigido 
Venatcr, tenerz Conjugis immemor, 
Seu viſa eſt Catulis Cerva fidelibus, 

Seu rupit teretes Marſus Aper Plagas. 


Te doctarum Ederz Præmia Frontium $ 
Diis miſcent Superis : Me gelidum Nemus 
Nympharumque leves cum Satyris Chori 
Secernunt Populo: fi neque Tibias 
Euterpe cohibet, nec Polybymnia 
Leſboum refugit tendere Barbiton. 

Quod fi me Lyricis Vatibus inſeres, 


$ This is according to Dr. Hare's Emendation. 
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If you, my STaNHoPe, who triumphant fit 

The ſhining Pattern, and the Judge of Wit, 

(Long has the verdant Ivy bloom'd around 

Thy ſacred Temples, and thy Judgment crown'd, 
Fix'd thee ſupreme in Wiſdom's holy Shrine, 

And bid the Honours of the Gods be thine) 

If you ſhould place me with the immortal Choir 

Of Bards, that whilom truck the harmonious Lyre, 
With heavenly Rapture fir'd, ſublime I Ill riſe, 

And ſnatch the radiant Glories of the Skies. 


T OTA 406-4 92 


ATURE to Chloe's Prayer hath given 
| A Mind where every Grace is ſeen ; 
Narciſſa boaſts a Form from Heaven, 
Charming as Beauty's roſy Queen : 


Youth, Mirth, and Wit's enlivening Blaze, 
Conſpire to make Aſpafia ſhine 
A manly Senſe, with female Eaſe, 
Rever'd Orinda, theſe are thine : 


Long unſubdu'd, I now ſubmit 

To HERR, whoſe happier Fate hath join'd 
Orinda's SSE, Aſpaſia's Wir, 

Narciſſa's Fox M, and Chloe's Mix p. 


INITIALIS. 
» 


GAIETY 
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GAIETY wv INNOCENCE: 


On, T Amn 10S K ISS. 


G71 me, 28 cry'd I, * 
While Pleaſure ſparkled in my Eye, 
Give me, thou lovely Source of Blif, 

A melting, moiſt, and balmy Kiss! 

Quick, with a Smile, the Fair advanc'd; 

As quick, my Blood with Rapture danc'd ; 
While, ſlightly ſkimming o'er my Lips, 
Away with lively Air ſhe trips, 

And, laughing, o'er her Shoulder threw 

A Look of Archneſs, as ſhe flew. 


Her amorous Flight I ſoon ſurpaſe d; 
Her Pulſe more nimble than her Haſte : 
And, as I held her,in my Arms, 

And as I gaz'd upon her Charms, 
As one who would not be deny'd, 


Ah! 


* The Hint was taken from the following Lines of Jobannes Secundur. 


Da mihi Suaviolum, dicebam, blanda Puella | 
Libaſti Labris mox mea Labra tuis ; 

Inde, velut preſſo qui territus Angue reſultat, 
Ora repente meo vellis ab Ore procul. 

Non hoc Suaviolum dare, Lux mea, ſed dare tantum 
Eft Deſiderium flebile Suavioli. 


— — — —— — — —— —— WR ATI. N - 
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Ah! whither doſt thou idly fly ? 
Thou wanton Source of all my Joy! 
This is not to afford me Bliſs ; 

"Twas but the Sha Dow of a Kiss. 


S O N G : 


INSCRIBED TO 


JV ( LL LM 


F Form can pleaſe, with Senſe combin'd, 
BLANxNA yields to none: 
But, two rich Gifts in her are join'd, 
Peculiarly her own. 


They now adorn the lovely Maid; 


Will grace the Bride much more; 
And, when all other Beauties fade, 


They 'Il charm us at three · ſcore. 


The one commands our Love with Eaſe; 
At once our Hearts obey: 

The other wins us by Degrees, 
And ſteals our Souls away. 


How bleſs'd, who gains her for a Wife! 
Uſe well the matchleſs Prize : 

And theſc her Charms which pleaſe for Life, 
Good Nature, and bright Eyes. 


IRENE: 


INSCRIBED TO THE 


PROVOST and FELLOWS of TRINITY COLLEGE. 


* 


THe ARGUME N. 
Auguſta bids rich Commerce haſte, 


Ix ENR to reftore; 
Whom, Earth's wide Regions having paſt, 
She finds on Slany's Shore. 


I. | 
UEEN, of the deathleſs Song, and golden Lyre, 
Immortal Muſe! begin ſome lofty Theme ; 
So may thy Britons catch the hallow'd Fire, 
So may thy Bards, in wondrous Lays, proclaim 
The Warrior's Dangers, and the Patriot's Name; 
Striking with daring Hand the ſounding Strings, 
And fill'd with Rapture at great Albion's Fame, 
From Slany's echoing Banks, a Shepherd ſings 
The Fall of mighty Hoſts, the Wars of Europe's Kings. 


£ { Sp II. Oft 
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II. 


Oft through the ſolemn Lonelineſs of Night, 
Muſing, he wandered near the toiling Flood, 
While mimic Fancy drew before his Sight, 
The dreadful glorious Scene, of Kings ſubdued, 
Towns wrapp'd in Flames, and Armies bath'd in Blood; 
But now the horrid Viſions riſe no more, | 
Nor threatening Camps, or hoſtile Fleets he view'd; 
The Storm af War, which ſhook the World, is o'er, 
And peaceful Halcyons ſoon reviſit Albion's Shore. 


III. 
O, Prack] thou favourite Daughter of the Skies, 
What happy Region boaſts thy bliſsfal Reign? 
In what calm Shades the lovely Veſtal lies, 
Or treads the mountain Hill, or ſhadowy Plain ? 
Joy of the Village-Nymph, and conſtant Swain 
Around thee, Goddeſs! endleſs Bleflings wait, 
Each ſocial Virtue mingles in thy Train 
While Wealth and Commerce join to form thy State, 
Beyond the Pomp of Kings, the Pride of Conqueſt, great. 


IV. 


Deſire of Earth! the Soul of every Joy! | 
Unfading Laurels deck thy placid Brow ; 
In vain the Furies labour to deſtroy, 
While thou repair'ſt the Waſte of War below ; 
Thy guardian Care the cheriſh'd Muſes know, 
Each graceful Elegance, and finer Art; 

Each life-endearing Charm thou canſt beſtow, 

Can'ſt on the Worthleſs thy Rewards impart, 

Pour'd e en on Faction's Head, and Treaſon's felon Heart. 
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V. 
Yet oft hath Man, poſſeſs'd by impious Pride, 
To fatal War by blind Ambition led, 
Forgot thy juſt Requeſts, thy Suit deny'd, 
And o'er thy fruitful Vales Deſtruction ſpread ; 
Oft from fair Europe's Kingdoms haſt thou fled, 
To diſtant Climes, and Winter's endleſs Reign; 
Far from the Haunt of Men conceal'd thine Head, 
While hoſtile Millions fill'd the embattled Plain, 
And Monarchs were dethron'd, and martial Nations lain. 


VI. 

Thus, when the Pencil bade the Canvas ſhine, 
And Adon bled beneath the tuſky Boar, 
(Thy Work, O Titian, or Apelles thine) 
Her golden Locks the Queen of Beauty tore, 
And ftain'd her ſnowy Limbs with crimſon Gore, 
She wept her murder'd Love, her loſt Delight, 
Then fled with Horror from the fatal Shore, 
Back to her Sky the Goddeſs bent her Flight, 


And, parting, view'd the Earth, and ſicken'd at the Sight. 


VII. 

Long had Germania's Kings, with Fury fir'd, 

Their martial Hoſts to mutual Slaughter ſent ; 

Ix EN r, from the gathering Storm retir'd, 

And, weeping, left the troubled Continent; 

Nor yet to Albion's Shore her Flight ſhe bent, 

For o'er the Fields ſhe mark d in bright Array 

Her ſturdy Swains, on Arms alone intent, 

While her vaſt Navies ſpread the encumber'd Sea, 
And with their Cannon's Smoke o'ercaſt the Face of Day. 


Wwe 1 T3 2 


VIII. At 
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VIII. 


Now ſix revolving Years their Courſe had run, 
Each dreadful Moment mark'd by hoſtile Rage, 
Since firſt the Horrors of the War begun ; 
While Europe's States their fatal Battles wage; 
And Half the Kings of Earth in Arms engage; 
One dire Aceldama Germania lies ; x 
Nor ſpares the ruthleſs Sword or Sex, or Age; 
To Heaven, amidſt the Shouts of Battle, riſe 
The bleeding Matron's Groans, the raviſh'd Virgin's Cries. 


IX. 


At length, Auguſta, from the ſilver Thames, 
Majeſtic roſe, with lofty Turrets crown'd ; 
The Form immortal glitter'd on his Streams; 
Such was the Mother of the Gods, renown'd 
In Crete's fam'd Ifle, and 14a's hallow'd Ground; 
A Train of Nymphs, in various Dreſs, were ſeen, 
Beauteous, and ſtrange, who ſtood the Power around : 
To one of ſmiling Looks, and placid Mein, 
With winged Words, began the city-crowned Queen. 


X. 

«* Haſte, gracious Nymph, on Ny/a's hallow'd Shore, 

* Where Lybian Triton rolls his filver Wave, 

* Whom, to the Ocean's God, Phe#nice bore, 

* By Dian tended in the ſecret Cave; 

* To thee, in happy Hour, great Neptune gave 

Oer all his Oceans, and his Storms to reign ; 

* Commerce, the awful Name thou didſt receive, 

From all the Gods: Oh haſte, to Albion's plain 
* IRENE fair reſtore, with all her Joys again.” 
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XI. 


Auguſta ſpoke : Her Will the Nymph obey'd, 
Light as the feather'd Shaft from Earth ſhe ſprung , 
Till Albion's ſea-beat Rocks no more ſurvey d, 
O'er wealthy Belgia's level Coaſt ſhe hung; 
Where Rhine, and Maeſe, and Scheld did roll among 
Her populous Realms, ere-while the Muſes Themes, 
When of the great Naſſovian Race they ſung, 
And Commerce had not left thoſe peaceful Streams 
To dwell in Albion's Ile, and grace the Banks of Thames. 


XII. 
From thence, Germania's various Realms ſhe view'd, 
And mark'd the Horrors of deſtroying War; 
The God of Battles, red with human Blood, 
Oer flaughter'd Armies drove his Iron Car, 
Guiding the mangled Steeds with gory Spear; 
In dreadful Waſte, before their Swiftneſs, fall 
Kingdoms, and Thrones o'erturn'd on Earth appear, 
The brazen Ranks, the City's lofty Wall, 
'Tis one dire Scene of Rage, and Deſolation all. 


XIII. 

Von Ruins, that the ſable Flame hath ſpar d, 

Were once, ſome haughty Warrior's boaſted Scat; 

So fure his Strength, fo ſafe his 'Throne appear'd, 

He ſeem'd ſuperior to the Stroke of Fate, 

Beyond the Power of Change, or Fortune, great ; 

Forth from the Thicket burſts the Matron's Scream; 

Ah! where ſhall Beauty find a ſafe Retreat 

While ſlaughter'd Thouſands choak the ſullen Stream, 
And o'er the diſtant Hills the burning Cities flame. 


XIV. From 
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XIV 


From theſe fierce States, In xx x, long expell'd, 
To diſtant Realms in Sorrow had retir de 
When Commerce, on the Weſer's Banks, beheld 
Where Glory near the Britiſh Camp appear'd, 
Bright on a Mountain Heaps of Arms uprear'd, 
Like Pallas, dreadful in Tytanian Arms, 
Her Gorgon Ægis through the Darkneſs glar d; 
Her Voice the ſhining Ranks to War alarms, 
And with heroic Flames cach Hero's Boſom warms. 


| XV. 

Rous'd by her Call, the Britiſb Hoſts advance, 
Eager to bleed in Battles not their own; 
For her the ſilken Bands of faithleſs France, 
Glittering, in filed Braſs, and Iron ſhone, ' 
With boaſtful Enſigns gay, ſo oft o'erthrown, 
And ſcattered by Britannia's Victor Spear; 
For her, the Auſtrian, from her diſtant Throne, 
Againſt the bold Borufian pour'd the War, 

And all her ſavage Hoſts ruſh'd raging from afar. 


XVI. 

There, ſtrong in Arms, the Pruffan King ſhe view'd, 
That Man of mighty Deeds, that Lord of War; 
And, parting ſwift, her rapid Courſe purſu'd, 

Till on the Shores of Thrace ſhe heard the Jar 
Of Paynim Hoſts, and ſtubborn Janizarre ; 
Now griev'd the Vales of Perfia to ſurvey, 
O'er whom fell Diſcord drove her Iron Car, 
Still to the diſtant Eaſt ſhe wing'd her Way, 
And paſs'd the rapid Ind, and gain'd upon the Day. 


XVII. From 
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| XVII. 
From Ormus South, and ina's wealthy Shore, 
To Albion's Chiefs the ſilken Monarchs bend; 
Whoſe fragrant Groves their ſpiey Riches bore, 
Whoſe blazing Mines their hoarded Diamonds ſend, 
That Britons might their helpleſs Thrones defend ; 
Thence, o'er the Iſles, amidſt the Indian Main 
That numerous lie, the Briti/þ Arms extend; 
Whoſe victor Fleets uphold their wide Domain, 
While India's ſable Kings by their Permiſſion reign. 
XVIII. 
As when the fabled Jove, Tytanian Lord, 
In ancient Tale who fill'd the ET RRXAL's Room, 
Through Greece and all her hundred Realms ador d, 
Whoſe Temple blaz d amidſt imperial Rome, 
Grac'd with the Trophies of a World o'ercome ; 
From the Tarpeian Rock, whoſe Height defy'd 
The Stroke of Time, ſunk by almighty Doom : 
So fell, on India's Coaſt, the Gallic Pride, 
And all the Paynim Slaves her ruin'd Pomp deride. 


XIX. 


Though leagu'd with Kings, in vain, ſhe proudly ſtood, 


And ſtretch'd her Banners o er the blazing Eaſt ; 

In vain from lofty Pondicherry view'd, 

India's rich Realms, and all their Thrones oppreſs'd , 

Kings are by Britain and by Clive redreſs'd : 

Her Strength, the Toil of Ages, is no more, 

In Alan Lands her Tyranny is ceas d; 

Heaven hath to Briti/b Chiefs transferr'd her Power, 
Theirs are her Diamond Mines, and theirs her golden Ore. 


XX. Awhile 
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XX. 

Awhile in Air the ſhining Viſion ſtaid, 
And on the Wealth of eaſtern Conqueſt gaz d; 
All the rich Spoils of Aa wide difplay'd ; 
The Pile on caſtled Elephants was rais'd, 
Superb, with filken Robes, and Gems, it blaz'd, 
And trophied Arms, and mingled Heaps of Gold, 
Spices, and painted Jars; thereat amaz'd, 
Exalted Tranſports in her Boſom roll'd 


Such were the high Rewards that grac'd her Britons bold. 


XXI. 


Then ſwift reſum'd her Flight o'er Corea's Sands; 
Amidſt thoſe ſavage Climes her Search was vain; 

Ia EN E dwell'd not in the Afan Lands, 

And Realms unbleſs'd, where Tartar Tyrants reign; 
Thence ſhe o'erpaſs'd the waſte and defert Main, 
Where Storms unheard by one another roar, 

Where various Scas conteſt their wide Domain, 

And hollow Oceans roll without a Shore ; 

Ol] terrible Diſplay of Goy's Almighty Power! 


0 XXII. 

At length, as towering high ſhe cleſt the Air, 
Roſe like a Cloud the diſtant Continent; 
Its verdant Shores, its ſhadowy Rocks, appear; _ 
Thither, well pleas'd, her wearied Flight ſhe beat, 
And paſs'd the ſtormy Clouds in ſwift Deſcent : 
Ten thouſand furious Tribes thoſe Kingdoms range, 
Renown'd for Strength, and valorous Hardiment, 
In Dreſs and Manver to each other ſtrange, 


Who oft, as Chance direQs, their wandering Dwellings change. 


XXIII. In 
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In vain, their hardy Youth were train d to Arms, 
To hurl the War-axe, and the poiſon'd Dart ; 
Danger, in vain, diſplay'd its ſavage Charms, 
And Love of Slaughter fir'd the Huron's Heart ; 
Remov'd by Nature to the utmoſt Part 
Of barren Earth, beyond the ſky-mix'd Wave, 
Strangers to Treaſon's Smile, or Courtier's Art; 
Ah, what avail'd it, to be fierce and brave 

Nought could their Rights protect, their ſavage Freedom fave. 


XXIV 


Oh, fatal Thirſt of univerſal Power! 
The Curſe of Millions, and the Tyrant's Boaſt! 
For this, whole Nations left Europa's Shore, 
Whole Nations in thoſe ſnowy Wilds were loſt ; 
Here, Montcalm, Chief of many a vanquiſh'd Hoſt, 
There, youthful Wolfe, in Glory's Arms were lain : 
How many Deaths did A/bion's Conqueſts coſt, 
Her injur'd Rights in Battle to maintain, 

And o'er Canada's Hills, and ſtormy Floods, to reign ! 


XXV. 
Chac'd from theſe Lands, at length the ambitious Gauls, 
Groaning with Fury, and in Chains, retire ; 
By Britain's Spear her weſtern Empire falls, 
And all her Hopes of ſovereign Rule expire; 
Thus, when rough Winter, having ſpent his Ire, 
Flies with his Tempeſts, and his Clouds, away, 
Sullen and fad , the joyful Swains admire 
How calm, how lovely, Spring adorns the Day, 
Smiles on the verdant Earth, and ſparkles on the Sea. 


U u | XXVI. Long 
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XXVI. | 
{ | Long While the Nymph beheld thoſe boundleſs Lands, 
| Thoſe mighty Lakes, and every furious Stream; 
From Ohio's Banks, and Mife/ippi's Sands. 
To Horgehela, and Labrador Breme, 
6 All Nations bend before the Britiſh Name ; 
To ſuch an Height of Empire, and Renown 
Had Wolfe, and Amberſt, rais'd their Monarch's Fame; 
For, not the Chief, who built the Fran Throne, 
Or he, who conquer'd it, ſuch ample Realms o'er-run. 


, XXVII. 
There, Victory, from Europe's happier Clime; 
Came flying on, in all her Splendors dreſs d; 
The Goddeſs hovers in the Air ſublime, | 
And darts her Glory o'er the reddening Weſt :. 
A triple Diadem her Temple grac'd ; 
In her Right-Hand the Britiſh Croſs ſhe wav'd ; 
The Britiſh Star adorn'd her radiant Breaſt 
Illuſtrious Scenes were on her Shield engrav'd, 
Of haughty Kings ſubdued, and ſuppliant Empires ſav'd. 


XXVIII. 

Such ſeem'd the Power, when, blazing o'er the Plains, 
Her Stature reach'd the Sky, her awful Shade 
Cover'd Canada's Realms ; as when the Swains 
With ſudden Fires the mountain Heath in vade; 

The ſavage Tyger ſees the Flaſh diſmay'd, 

Forc'd from his native Caves enragd to fly ; 

The Rock's wild Caverns are to Sight diſplay d; 

Loud roaring mounts the dreadful Flame on high, 
Shines o er the reddening Hills, and towers amidſt the Sky. 


XXIX. Her 
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XXIX. 
Her in the midmoſt Region Commerce paſt, 
And hail'd her Progreſs o'er thoſe Realms unknown; 
Sent forth to civilize thoſe Regions vaſt, 
And ſpread the Influence of great Brunſwick's Throne, 
Through all the Journey of the burning Sun, 
With mighty Triumphs grac'd, and Spoils adorn'd ; 
At length, her wonderous Circuit almoſt run, 
Back to fair Albion's Iſle the Power return'd, 
And all her fruitleſs Toil to find Ia x mourn'd. 


XXX. 
Now o'er Jerne's verdant Shores ſhe flew, 
lerne fam'd for Piety and Song 
Till S/any's rapid Waters met her View, 
Swift as he guſh'd Menapia's Vales along, 
Pour'd from an hundred Mountains deep and ſtrong; 
"Twas there, regardleſs of War's dreadful Threat, 
Of Nymphs and Swains appear'd a joyous Throng ; 
Who ſung, infpir'd by Youth's delightful Heat, 
Lays of ſweet Love, and dane'd with nimble ſhifting Feet. 


XXXI. 
There roſe an Hill above the level Plain, 
Like the rich Orb that crowns an Hero's Shield; 
There from her graſſy Throne did Nature reign 
Oer every Herb, and Flower, that grac'd the Field; 
The Rocks beneath a chryſtal Stream did yield, 
Whoſe ſilver ſparkling Waves did gently flow; 
With ſnow-reſembling Sheep the Sides were fill'd ; 
The Winds in every Breeze did ſweeter blow, 
Shaking the empurpled Roſe, that ſhed its Leaves below. 


Uu 2 XXXII. The 


( 332 ) 


XXXII. 

The fluid Glaſs return'd the gaudy Skies, 
And golden Clouds the ſilver Waves adorn; 
Where, intermixt with liquid Roſes, lies 
The downward Proſpect of the orient Morn ; 
Nay was there Nymph, nay Herd, or Shepherd, born 
Amidſt thoſe Vales, but grac'd the Jubilee; 
And brought their ruſtic Pipe, or chearful Horn, 

4 That the glad Sound of their rude Minſtrelſie 
Shook the wide River's Banks, and echo'd to the Sky. 


XXXIII. 

The Hill's green Feet were border'd by a Wood, 
Whoſe matchleſs Height above the Clouds did tower; 
The awful Trees in ſhady Grandeur ſtood, 

Shelter to many a Beaſt, to Birds a Bower; 
The ſweet Lark there o'erpaſs'd her mournful Hour, 
Wood Muſic's Queen! the Linnet there renew'd 
Her ſprightly Strain; while, in his kingly Power, 
From ſome huge Oak the beaked Eagle view'd 

His feather'd Hoſts; the Hawk his frighted Prey purſu'd. 


. 
Here, alſo, playing on the ſhadowy Green, 
Were Satyrs, Fawns, and ſwift-foot Dryades ; 
| | The Queen of Fairies oft was dauncing ſeen, 
| And all the Troop of woodland Deities ; 
1 Harping amidſt the Brakes immortal Lays, 
That kept all bad and hurtful Things away ; 
As when thy Muſic, Orpheus, did repreſs 
The ſtormy Hebrus, foaming down the Lea, 
And made the noiſy Waves in all their Haſte to ſtay. 
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XXXV. 


And, firſt, the ambitious Palm with Branches fair 
Rear'd his proud Head, aſpiring to the Sky; 
The Sun's fad Daughters next, whoſe wild Deſpair - 
Witneſs'd the Po, that heard their piercing Cry, 
When Phaeton fell flaming from on high, 
And Jove's enraged Brand his Members rent; 
There was the gnarled Oak, with proud Defy 
Meeting the Lightning's Wrath; the Cheſnut, bent 
By Notus' Arms, but till. the Foreſt's Ornament. 


XXXVI. 
There grew immenſe, the rougher-rinded Pine,. 
Of which the great Argoan Ship was fram'd ; 
Whoſe lofty Top the Foreſts did incline 
When ſhook by Winds, there was the Laurel, nam'd 
Apollo's Tree, by Bards and Heroes claim'd ; 
The gloomy Holm that haunts the watry Vale; f 
The wicked Lote, of dark Oblivion fam d; 
The mournful Cypreſs, Sign of deadly Bale; 
The Aſh, the weeping Fir, the forlora Willow pale. 


XXXVII. 
The ſtubborn Yew, long borne by Britons bold, 
Their Hoſts when Edward, and fierce Henry led ; 
The Ivy, that with wanton Arms doth hold, 
And round the Poplar her lythe Branches ſpread ; 
The pointed Holly rear'd his verdant Head ; 
The Myrtle, mindful of her ancient Crime ; 
And that ſtrange Tree where faithful Tie bled ; 
The brittle Aſh, that lifts its Top ſublime; 
The Elm, around whoſe Boughs the enamour'd Vine doth climb.. 


XXXVIII. In 
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XXXVIIL 

In this ſo pleaſant Foreſt, oft did ſport; 
Of old, fo Fiction tells, the Queen of Love; 
Nor more to proud Cytheron did reſort, 
Or Na, where immortal Beauties ftrove ; 
Hither, ſwift ſtooping from the Realms above, 
Commerce approach'd ; and heard the pleaſing Sound 
Of Flutes, and Harps, that gentle Thoughts did move; 
And ſaw a Troop of Ladies dancing round, 

Who with their tuneful Feet did ſhake the hollow Ground. 


| XXXIX. 
Theſe were the Nymphs that in the Plains delight; 
Content, and ſmiling Truth, and Conſtancy; 
And Innocence, array'd in virgin White ; 
And ſpotleſs Faith, with heaven-ereQed Eye; 
And bliſsful Touth, and pleaſing Chaſtity ; 
With theſe, the Daughters of ſky-ruling Jove, 
And Ocean's raviſh'd Nymph, Eurinome, 
Y-clept the Graces three, who wait on Love, 
And haunt the Cyprian Ifle, or Caria's hallow'd Groye, 


| | XL. 
| Amidſt the Reſt, like Dian Foreſt Queen, 
= Ia xx E ſported in the pleaſant Shade, TA 
With modeſt Grace, and comely Carriage ſeen, 
In Dreſs a village Nymph ; for ſhe had laid 
Her Crowns and Sceptres by, with which ſhe play'd 
When in the Courts of Kings; each graceful Limb 
In humble ſylvan Weed was fair array'd, 
And Wreaths of Flowers her flowing Robes did trim ; 
Her all the virgin Train their Goddeſs did eſteem. 
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XLI. 
To whom, deſcending from the midmoſt Air, 
The joyful Errand Commerce 'gan relate—— 
sent by Auguſta, Goddels, I repair 
To win thy dear Return to Albion's State; 
Wild Diſcord, which diſturb'd the Earth fo late, 
* Dreadfully riding on the vengeful Blaſt, ; 
* To pour the Wrath abroad of angry Fate, 
From her red Hand the writhen Bolt hath caſt ; 
And Ruin ſtalks no more along the fearful Waſte. 


XLII. YER 
« Tir'd with the Horrors of the martial Storm, 
* The Kings of Earth forſake the raging Deep; 
* Though till, abroad, fell Slaughter's gory Form 
Of Half Germania's States Domain doth keep, 
Ading dire Crimes, at which Revenge might weep ; 
* But, lo, young Brunſwick bids the Tumult ceaſe ; 
* And Glory, hovering o'er the chalky Steep, 
* Sounds with her lofty Trump to human Race, 
That victor Albion grants imploring Nations Peace.” 


XLII. 
She ſpoke ; with Smiles In xxx ſwift reply d; 
Such Smiles as in angelic Looks appear, 
The Souls of Martyrs when to Heaven they guide 
* Oh bliſsful Period of deſtructive War! 
Tis mine, the Waſte of Conqueſt to repair, 
And ſmiling Plenty o'er the Land reftore ; 
For A{Mon's King demands my chiefeſt Care, 
* My Bleſſings ſhall uphold his righteous Power, 
* And, in his Reign, Ambition curſe the World no more. 


XLIV. Nor, 
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XLIV. 

Nor, fair Jerne, mindleſs of thy State, 

From thee to greater Albion I remove; 

* Who in mine Exile gav'ſt a ſafe Retreat; 

My choiceſt Favours thou ſhalt ever prove, 

Oh Land, fo highly favour'd from above 

Where Freedom roves amidſt the chearful Swains, 

© The bliſsful Haunt of Innocence, and Love; 

© Where roſy Health walks ſmiling o'er the Plains, 
And Nature in luxuriant Bleſſings reigns. 


| XLV. 
Oft have I wander'd o'er thy ſhadowy Fields, 
And in ſweet Muſing ſpent the ſilent Night; 
* While every Vale its native Fragrance yields, 
* How till the Foreſt! and the Stream how bright, 
Its Boſom filver'd with the Moon's pale Light! 
Here, undiſturb'd with War's deſtructive 
* Secure from Rapine, and the Waſte of Fight, 
* Thy vigorous Sons in peaceful Arts engage, 
Or ſee a duteous Race ſupport their feeble Age. 


XLVI. 
* Here, too, returning from the glorious War, 
Shall each ſtern Soldier reach his native Shore; 
* Loaded with Spoils, and grac'd with many a Scar, 
Which nobly in his Country's Cauſe he bore, 
When vanquiſh'd Gallia ſhrunk beneath her Power, 
With all her captive Fleets, and flaughter'd Hoſts ; 
While their loſt Fame the Tberian Chiefs deplore ; 
* For Nought remains to guard their fenceleſs Coaſts, 
* Of all thoſe Navies huge, whoſe Conqueſt Pocock boaſts. 


XLVIL * Then 
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XLVII. 


, Then ſhall the monumental Marble tell 
« Of all the illuſtrious Dead the hapleſs Doom, 
© The Chiefs, who bravely fought, and greatly fell, 
* While future Heroes to their Graves ſhall come, 
Like youthful Ammon to Pelides' Tomb; 
* Their lofty Deeds while many a Poet fings ; 
« Meantime, all glorious from a World o ercome, 
* Shall Albion's Monarch calm contending Kings, 
And mark each Nation's Bounds, adjuſting ecke Things 


XLVAL 

© Britain, which hurt by no inteſtine Jar, 

Able to ruin, ſtudious how to fave ; 

Safe in her Seas, defies the World in War! 

All fair her Daughters, and her Sons all brave! 

* Umpire of Earth, and Miſtreſs of the Wave! 

Lo, at her Voice the diſtant Slaughters ceaſe, 

For Laws to haughtieſt Potentates ſhe gave: 

* Long may her Councils guide Europa's Peace, 
And endleſs Empire crown the mighty Guelpbian Race.” 


XLIX. 

Thus ſpoke the Goddeſa, then with Joy obey d 
Auguſta's Call, and ſought the ſilver Thame, 
Attendant on the fair Niſean Maid; 

Their Flight I mark'd from dan noiſy Stream, 

And, fond of Fancy, and a Poets Name, 

yup nc Lyre with daring Hand; 
'd, if, while others a loſtier Fame, 

Amid thy Banks — 


Of Glory not devoid, nor Loyalty, I ſtand. 


TAN 


OME Women take Delight in Dreſs ; 

And ſome in Cards take Pleaſure ; 
Whilſt others place their Happineſs 

In heaping Hoards of Treaſure ; 
In private ſome delight to kiſs, 

Their hidden Charms unfolding : 
But, all miſtake the ſovereign Bliſs , 

There 's no ſuch Joy as ScoLpING. 


The Inſtant that I ope my Eyes, 
Adieu all Day to Silence ; 
Before my Neighbours they can riſe, 
They hear my Tongue a Mile hence : 
When at the Board I take my Seat, 
"Tis one continued Riot; 
I eat, and scoLD, and scoLD, and eat, 
My Clack is ne'er at Quiet. 


Too fat, too lean, too hot, too cold, 
I ever am complaining, 
Too raw, too roaſt, too young, too old, 
Each Gueſt at Table paining : 
Let it be Fowl, or Fleſh, or Fiſh, 
Though of my own providing, 
I flill find Fault with every Diſh, 
Still every Servant chiding. 


A 
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But, when to Bed I go at Night, 
I ſurely fall a weeping ; 
For then I loſe my great Delight, 
How can I scoLp when ſleeping? 
But this my Pain doth mitigate, 
And ſoon diſperſes Sorrow, 
To-night it be too late, 
I'll pay it off To-morrow. 


1 


Nl G M A. 


H O ſays the Fair are ſoft and kind, 
And all to pleaſe by Heaven deſign'd? | 
I fay tis falſe ; they cruel are, 

Yes, much more cruel than they re fair 
That Woman form'd me is moſt true, - 

And made me fine, I own it too; b4 
But, 'twas to glut her Cruelty, x 
Delighting in my Miſery :. 

Though I am guiltleſs, I aſſure ye, 
She hangs me, without Judge, or-Jury ; 
And then ſhe ſtabs me to the Heart, 
And runs me through in every Part. 


Xx 2 


H O N 


— 


A Pier ff RTS H MYTHOLOGY. 
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RIFOLIA, faireſt of O s Race, 
Of ſpotleſs. Virtue, and angelic Face, 
Was by O Neil, a Youth of princely Blood, 
With wanton Fire, and loveleſs Courtſhip wood; 
He watch'd. her Steps, by lawleſs Paſſion ſway d, 
And once, alone, ſurpriz'd the pious Maid.. 


On the green Banks of Neagh's peaceful Seaf 
The chaſte Grifolia had retir'd to pray. 
Here, the baſe Prince, with more than ſavage Power, 
Attack'd the Veſtal in her ſacred Hour: 
Ile talk'd—he pleaded of Love's Darts, and Fires; 
Of his warm Wiſhes, and his ſtrong Deſires ; 
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Of Time, and Place—of his long Suit refus d; 
Of Wealth; of Title; Patience all abus d! 
At length, he ſeiz'd the fair, reſiſtleſs Prize, 
Whilſt Fires indignant darted from her Eyes; 
He graſped—he preſs'd the Virgin to his Breaſt, 
And urg d her Vielding to his high Bebeſt. 


© Tyrant? ſhe cry'd, * thy vain Attempt forbear: 
My Strength may fail; but Heaven will hear my 9 
* O! may the ſacred Guardian of this Land 
Protect a Maid from thy polluting Hand 
May he, whoſe Power expell'd the prowling Wolf, 
© Save Virtue from Perdition's fatal Gulph ! 
May he, who purg d this Iſle from poiſonous Air, 
© Blaſt thee! or ſnatch me to his faintly Care 


She pray'd-—-He ſtill invades her'bluſhi 
When, lo! a prickly Holy fills his Arms! 
Wounded, and ſtung with diſappointed Pride 
He drew a Dagger from his trembling Side; 
And ſmote the new-rais'd Holly as it grew, 
When to the Lake the ſever'd Fragment flew; - 
It ſunk, and, as it diſappear'd, the Flood 
Was crimſon'd o'er with Drops of virgin Blood; 
Groanings were heard; and, what is till more ſtranye;. 
A plaintive Voice ſucceeds the wonderous Change! 
From the deep Lake, in Words articulate, 
Thus mourn'd Grifo/ia her diſaſterous Fate. 


O cruel Prince l transform d, and turn d to Stone, 
My Honour 's ſafe!! ſhe cry d, then ſigh d O Hos t' 
O Honour? Half diſſolv' d im liquid Air 
Was the laſt Breathing of this hapleſs Fair. 

Thus, Myrrba, Victim of a former Time, 
Shar'd thy ſad Fate; but how unlike thy Crime! : 


Amaz'd, 
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Amaz d, the Prince gaz d o'er the ſilent Flood, . 
And grew a burning Nettle * as he ſtood; 
Rank as his Thoughts, and fiery as his Luſt, 
Chang'd to that Weed, his Puniſhment how juſt! 
Whilſt chaſte Grifolia conſtantly is ſeen 
Rob'd in a Veſture of eternal Green, 
Each Leaf in military Form appears 
Arm'd with a Range of vegetable Spears. 
Thus Nature ſhews in emblematic Senſe 
Her perſeveriag Virtue, and Defence. 


The rude, unletter'd Natives of this Land, 
When ſtruck by Power, or Pain's oppreſſive Hand, 
In Accents ſlow, and ſad, expreſs their Moan, 

And, to this Hour, ſob out, and cry, Oh Hoxe! | 
But thoſe, whom Arts and Education fire, 

Who into Nature's curious Laws enquire, 

Place Portions of this ever verdant Tree 

In Neagh's peaceful petrifying Sea, | 

Where, ſteep'd a Time, it hardens into Stone, 

And thus becomes the edge-beſtowing Howe. 


E n iT A A H. 
f ( C 


E RE lies Tom Roctxs; and, tis ſomething rariſh, 
He was born, and bred, and hang d, all in this Pariſh. 


VERSES: 


* Urti ca urens, + The cuſtomary, plaintive Fjaculation of the native Irifb. 
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FW 11!ͤ 


ES, charming Sv LTA, I will ſing 


Of Cupid, and his purple Wing; 
At your Command, the Verſe ſhall run 
Sacred to Venus and her Son. 


I'll ſing the fly, engaging Arts, 
With which he robs us of our Hearts; 
And how the laughing SrLvia joins 
Receiving what the Rogue purloins, 
And adding to his Hoard of Arms 
The Artillery of all her Charms; 
And how you both in Triumph go, 
The Pride of Mankind, and their Foe:. 


I'll fing your blue, attractive Eye; 
Your Cheek where rival Roſes vie; 
I'll fing that Boſom ſnowy white, 
The bliſsful Seat of young Delight; 
The balmy Fragrance of your Breath ; 
Your coral Lips, and pearly Tecth ; 


Your poliſh'd Neck, your auburn Hair; 


Your Dignity and matchleſs Air. 


The Note yet higher ſtill I'll raiſe ; 
For what I have ſung is ſcarcely Praiſe; 


To M1ss E L E AN OR WOOD 


Tis 


PR a Ain Lew „ 
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Tis but what every idle Swain 
:Sings to his Miſtreſs on the Plain ; 
Tis but the daily Food of Time, 


And hardly worth a Lover's Rhyme, 
A Lover, who adores, like me, 
A Maid ſo elegant as THEE. | 


Then ſmile upon my Verſe, while I 


Record thoſe Charms that cannot die; 


Paint the fair Virtues which adorn 


The ſweeteſt Nymph that e er was born —— 
Soft- ey d Compaſſion, Candour, Truth, 


Early Companions of thy Youth, 
With independent Judgement join'd, 
Dilate your Heart, and ſway your Mind; 
Where, Hand in Hand, Benevolence, 
And Rectitude attend on Senſe : 

I'll bid the unthinking, Idly-gay, 
From Diſſipation turn away, 

And mark the Fervour of your Eye, 
When fix'd upon your native Sky, 
You, void of Superſtition, feel 

The bleſs'd Effect of happy Zeal. 


And, laſt of all, I will purſue 
A Rule of Life I have learn'd from you. 
For Gloomineſs, and Melancholy, 
On this Side ſhunn'd, on that Side Folly, 
Religion is for ever ſeen 
With SrLv1a dancing on the Green. 


A NEW 


TUNE. Ven Delia on the Plain appears. 


HEN Chloe 's near, my eager 
Pubs 


New Pains through all my Boſom move: 
Tell me, my Heart, if this be Love? 


Whene'er we meet, a ſudden Flame 
Glides ſwift through all r 


All breathleſs, ſenſeleſs, pale I prove: 
Tell me, my Heart, if this be Love ? 


My Breaſt is fwell'd with pleaſing Woes; 
My ſickly Colour comes and goes ; 
Reaſon my Fears can ne er remove: 
Tell me, my Heart, if this be Love? 


Without a Cauſe, I joy, and mourn, 
I ſwear, forſwear, depart, return; 

This Hour I hate, the next approve : 
Tell me, my Heart, if this be Love? 


Yy 
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When ſhe departs, I often ſigh, 
Yet can't aſſign a Reaſon why; 
With her my Life appears to move: 
Tell me, my Heart, if this be Love ? 


When, proud, ſhe diſregards my Pain, 
L ſtrive to fly; but ſtrive in vain ; 
My rebel Feet refuſe to move: 

Tell me, my Heart,, if this be Love? 


0 N G. 


THOU, whoſe Beauty fires the Lay, 
Y Whoſe Virtues I revere; 
If Love's a Crime, ELIz4A ſay, 


If Love's a Crime, I prithee tell, 
And Ill no more require 

Why was that Boſom taught to ſwell? 

Thoſe Eyes to ſcatter Fire ? 


Why can an angel Face perſuade, 
And all our Firmneſs bend? 

For what Intent was Woman made? 

And Beauty to what End? 
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This Maſs of Earth, the Sea, the Skies, 
My favourite Maxim 1 
See all their jarring Atoms ri 
United into Lovys! 


Even while you ſpeak, againſt your Will, 
His Proweſs you diſplay ; 


Your Tongue denies bit his Power to kill; 
Your Eyes confirm his Sway. 


Eul1za, then, fince ſure to fail, 
The fruitleſs Labour ceaſe ; 

Your Arguments can ne er prevail, 
Unleſs you hide your Face. 


LL ' hail to nA, who fits on high! 
To aim your chearful Voices raiſe l 
To rim, the Ruler of the Sky, 
Be Glory! Honour! Love! and Praiſe! 


Yy 2 | Ye 
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Ye Wiſe! ye Good! in Age, in Youth, 
The Song of Joy, O, never ceaſe! 

His Words are all the Words of Truth; 
And all urs Paths the Paths of Peace: 


This Globe of Earth, the Sea, the Air, 

Were fornyd: by nis all-wiſe Command; 
'The Heavens and all their Hoſts declare 

The Work of an Almighty Hand: 


The rough wild Sea nis Voice obeys, 
When the loud Winds the Waves deform ;. 

He walks (how wonderous all nis Ways!) 
On the broad Pinions of the Storm: 


When all this fair Creation lay 
Involv'd in univerſal Night, 
He ſpake the Word, and all was Day; 
Hs ſpake the Word, and all was Light: 


He ſees the Secrets of the Heart; 
He ſearches all the human Soul ; 
Hrs Skill directs in every Part; 
His Power informs the wonderous Whole. 


'Twas'AE! Jenovan! KinG! and Gop! 
Gave us to breathe this vital Air; 
We are the Children of his Nod, 
Hrs laſt beſt Work, nis deareſt Care. 


'The Earth ſhall moulder into Duſt, 

And Life's gay Dream ſhall paſs away; 
Rejoice, ye Good! Rejoice, ye Juſt! 

His Glory never ſhall decay 
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All haill ]Jzxnovarn! Kine! and Gon 
Ve Nations all, adore nis Name 


Approach, approach a1s high Abode, 
With Thanks, with Joy, and loud Acclaim 


| All hail to 21, who fits on high! 
To hM your chearful Voices raiſe! 
To iu, the Ruler of the Sky, 
Be Glory Honour! Love! and Praiſe! 


O D* R: 
D | 
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AIL! fair IXxN R, Parent of the Lyre! 
Hail! Nurſe of hallow'd Bards, and gentle Song 
Ere guilty War yet ſpread her Banners dire, 
And frighted from thy Shore the tuneful Throng ; 


-- Fair 


„ T:xxNx.] One of the Names of Ireland. This Ode was formerly given to the Public 
as an Introduction to the Univerſity Prem on the Royal Nuptials, printed in Dublin, 1761: Of 
which Collection, alſo, the following Ode was one. 
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Fair were the Streams that lav d thy peaceful Glades ; 
Fair were the Shades that trembled o'er the Stream ; 
Sweet were the Lays that echoed through the Shades, 
And Land of Saints was then Len s's Name: 


But, War unſheath'd the Sword, and purple Gore 
Stain'd the fair Silver of the limpid Wave; 
Rude Hands the venerable Oaks uptore, 
And doom'd the Bard to an untimely Grave. 


Lo! then, I RN E droop'd, a deſart Land. 

Nor ſow'd deſpairing Hinds the doubtful Grain, 
Leſt others reap the Labours of their Hand, 

And painful Sweat bedew their Brows i in vain. 


Nor, ſince that ruthleſs Time, hath Druid ſage 

| To woodland Echo taught the myſtic Song, 
Or where old Liffey rolls his rapid Rage, 

Or Shannon pours his lordly Tide along. 


But, now, beneath our young Avevs Tvus' Reign, 
Reviving Arts once more adorn our Iſle, 
Fair Huſbandry redeems the ravag'd Plain; 
And golden Ceres learns again to ſmile : , 


Now, too, the Muſes long neglected Bay, 
A tender Plant ! once more effays to rife, 
Whoſe Seed, not loſt entire, long latent lay, 


And fear'd the Rigour of tempeſtuous Skies. 


Nor thou, Oh, gracious King! diſdainful frown 
On theſe firſt Efforts, and this humble Strain 
Reviving Arts thy faſtering Favour own ; 
Let not the Muſe be mar d for thy Diſdain. 
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Oh! deign to ſmile! elſe, whither ſhall the Muſe 
Her trembling Hands in Supplication bend ? 

Where hope for Succour, if her Gzores refuſe? 
Scorn'd by the Hero, who remains her Friend ? 


Perhaps, ſome Youth, whoſe yet untutor'd Rhymes 
| Here dawn the Promiſe of immortal Song, 
May blazon GeorG6Ee's Deeds to future Times, 
If but his Smiles entice the Muſe along; 


May paint the Tyrant trembling at his Name, 
Where'er his Banners wave, or Oceans roll; 
Or ſing his fairer Praiſe, his nobler Fame, 
And hail the Monarch of his People's Soul. 


But, thou, whoſe infant Muſe, on callow Wing, 
O'er-raſhly dares theſe dazzling Heights to ſoar, 

Thou, leave ſuch Themes for loftier Bards to ſing ; 
This Danger paſt, attempt ſuch Flights no more : 


Content to-wander through the peaceful Shade, 
When Twilight cloaths the drowſy World in Grey, 
(All, but where faintly o'er the weſtern Glade, 
Departing, glows the golden Rear of Day) 


Content, at that ſweet, ſolitary Hour, 


Along the Margin of the winding Stream, 
To woo the rural Muſes gentle Power, 


And ſing thine humble Loves, unknown to Fame: 


Or, if, perhaps, thy loyal Ardor ſcorn 
To ſleep, nor dares the Hero's Praiſe diſplay ; 
CHARLOTTE thy ſofteſt Numbers ſhall adorn, 
And royal Beauties grace the ambitious Lay. 


ODE: 
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5 YOUTH, the meaneſt of the tuneful Train, 
Whom, fair Applauſe, and Emulation fir d, 
Amidſt the Grove eſſay d ſome raptur d Strain; 
The Muſe her artleſs Votary inſpir d; 
To HYMENEAL Themes the Lyre he ſtrung, 
And thus, in myſtic Verſe, the adventurous Poet ſung. 


Twas on Phœnicia's hoarſe reſounding Coaſt, 
Where fam'd Orontes rolls his filver Waves, 
Till in the angry Deep his Streams are loſt, 
And o'er the Sands the exulting Billow raves, 
ln the firſt Age, while yet the World was young, 
That Yenus, Queen of Love, from fruitful Ocean ſprung. 


Fair-rob'd Aurora, from the brightening Eaſt, 
' Began her roſeate Beauties to diſplay, 
Scattering Refulgence from her radiant Breaſt, 
And wide unbarr'd the golden Gates of Day; 
The Tempeſts vaniſh on the Wings of Night, 


And to the Styzian Gloom precipitate their Flight. 


For, 


* His Majeſty, Gzorct the Third. 


( 353 ) 


For, raging Winds long tofs'd the troubled Main, 
Rent the rude Rocks, and the vaſt Foreſts tore; 
The World, 'till then, obey'd ſtern Winter's Reign, 
Nor knew, fair Spring, thy renovating Power ; 
Wild Beaſts with frightful Howlings fill'd the Groves; 
Nor yet the Birds had fearn'd to chant their airy Loves. 


Nor yet had Mortals felt the facred Fire, 
Which Beauty lights in the Beholder's Breaſt; 
Strangers to gentle Thoughts, and ſoft Deſire, 
They wander'd o'er a chearleſs World unbleſt; 
Rapine, and Violence, their Thoughts employ, 
And Wars, deſtructive Wars! infuſe a ſavage Joy. 


This ſaw the awful-Ruler of the Gods, 
Who Man, of all his Creatures, favour'd moſt ; 
He bade green Neptune, from his deep Abodes, 
Conduct the Goddeſs to Phaenicia's Coaſt, 
Where far-fam'd Sydon's royal Spires ariſe, ' 
Shine o'er the diſtant Main, and glitter in the Skies. 


There, o'er the potent State Adonis reign'd, 

(Who hath not heard of young Adonis' Name ?) 
The ſovereign Rule, with equal Hand, maintain'd , 
Mighty in Power, and great in virtuous Fame : 

For, Sydon, then, for Arts, and Arms, renown'd, 
As Britain, now, the Sea's undoubted Queen was crown d 


In Ocean's dreadful Caves the Palace ſtands 
Of Neptune, bright on Rocks of Diamond rear d, 
Where the fierce Floods receive their King's Commands, 
There ſits the God, by furious Tempeſts fear d; 
A ſilver Light the glittering Dome diſplays, 


And through the mighty Gates ſtream forth a hundred Seas. 
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Thence, o'er the unbounded Deep his Word he ſends ; 
The azure Naiads to his Court repair ; 
Each watry Deity his Will attends, 
To grace the bright Proceſſion all prepare; 
At length, advanc 4 the Daughter of the Main, 
The Cyprian Power, amidſt her fair attending Train. 


Mean-time, exalted in the pureſt Sky, 
The Thunderer aſcends his ſapphire Throne ; 
He gives the Sign, the Clouds in ſunder fly ; 
Confeſt to mortal Sight, the Immortal ſhone ; 
The Eagle at his Feet, and in his Hand 
His dreadful Arms he graſp'd, the Thunder's forked Brand. 


Sent from his Preſence, ſwift as ſtreaming Light, 
The feather'd Son of lovely Maia ſprings ; 
Shoots from the Heaven's unmeaſurable Height, 
And wide through Air a Blaze of Glory flings : 
* Attend, ye Gods; (he cries) * thou Earth, receive 
* Fenus, Love's gracious Power, aſcending from the Wave. 


Bright, on a ſilver Car, appear'd the Queen; 

In filken Harneſs. flew her Swans, and Doves ;. 
The naked Graces by her Side were ſeen ; 

Behind her ſtood the Sports, and bluſhing Loves : 
Heaven, as ſhe came, a purer Blue aſſum'd, 
The flowery Spring was born, and Nature fairer bloom'd. 


Even the ſtern God of Fury, and of War, 

Mars, from the ſnowy Hills of ſavage * 
Dropp'd, for a While, his formidable 

And wiſh'd that Strife and mortal Hate mig ht ceaſe; 
*Till then, his dreadful Arm Confuſion burt'd 


Wide o'er the Nations round, and laid all waſte the World. 
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While, thus, the radiant Pomp illumes the Sea, 
Aloft in Air, the God of Verſe and Light 
Appear'd ; he laſh'd the fiery Steeds of Day ; 
They foam'd, and ſpread their 
Through breaking Clouds they fly with heavenly 8 
Swift rolls the golden Car, and kindles in the Courſe. 


High, in the Air, that brighten'd as he flew, 
He held the Lyre, and ſtruck the vocal Strings; 
From Heaven, and Earth, the God Attention drew ; 
And, thus, the NueTiaL Ops prophetic ſings; 
All Nature heard the Sound; the roaring Main, 
With all its Waves, were ftill'd by that celeſtial Strain. 


* Thrice happy Sydon/ let thy Sons rejoice ; 
* Oh, mighty King, the immortal Fair receive; 
* Lo! Heaven, and all its Gods, approve the Choice ; 
* Behold, what Glories gild the diſtant Wave: 
Let all the Earth her duteous Tribute pay; 


Let all the hoary Deep his ſovereign Queen obey. 


Ne ver ſhall Mortal thy Renown exceed, 
Till in a weſtern Ifle, as yet unknown, 
A Grone ſhall a ſucceed, 
And place a CHarLoOTTE on his envy'd Throne; 
With TazM no future Lovers ſhall compare; 
* He like Adonis bleſt, un more then Nu fair. 


Now, on the coneded Shoes thi dn nds, 
Adonis there receiv'd the beauteous Bride; 
Old Ocean joins the ardent Lovers' Hands, 
And their fond Hearts in Chains eternal ty d; 
Back to his Sydon's Walls he led the Fair; 
F 
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Wings for Flight. 
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To bleſs this Un1on all the Gods combin'd, 
And each the uYMENEAL Preſents made: 
Bacchus, the fabled Conqueror of Ind", 
Low at their Feet the Spoils of Ata laid; 
Imperial Power the Queen of Heaven beſtow'd ; 


- And righteous Rule conferr'd the cloud-compelling God. 


Wiſdom the blue-ey'd Power of Athens gave ; 
Hermes rich Eloquence and Commerce brought; 
Neptune, the Empire of the boundleſs Wave; 
Muſic, and ſacred Song, Apollo taught: 
Thus great, thus happy, young Adonis reign'd, 
When Beauty's charming Queen, the Queen of Love he gain d. 


E 1 N A M. 
On a CUP 7 T E A, ſpilt in a L AD x' Lap. 


OURN not, Aut A, that to Love's Abode 
The warm, adventurous Stream preſum' d to preſs. 


| Not Chance, but ſome unſeen, admiring God 


In rapturous Ardor ſought the ſweet Receſs ; 


Nor doubt what Deity, ſo greatly bold, 
In Form unuſual thus ſhould viſit thee; 
The God, who raviſh'd in a Shower of Gold, 
Can charm the Fair-one in IMeERIaL TRA. 


Mis M. and Mis H. HERRING. 


Facies, non una, duobus ; - 


Nec diverſa tamen; qualis decet eſe Sororum. 


F one, who to another owes 
Durſt leave the common Path of Proſe, 
And ſing a foreign Fair, 


The lovely Sts ERS ſoon would claim 
The Myer willing Lay ; 

For, who could boaſt a ſweeter Theme ! 
What Theme more Charms diſplay ! 


Then, Hymen, let me not infringe 
Thy ever-ſacred Laws, 


If, with the Muſe, I harmleſs range 
Awhile in Beauty's Cauſe. 


My Heart is but to one conſign d; 
And conſtant will I prove: 

But Friendſhip, ſure, is unconfin'd ; 
And all is free but Love! 


> 
* 
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For MoLLy, firft, I ſwell the Reed, 
With each bright Charm array'd ; 

While Half as many Hearts till bleed, 
As Eyes ſurvey the Maid: 


Vet, as not conſcious of her Charms, 
Though by Ten-thouſand told, 
Whilſt, like the Sun, her Beauty warms, 


The healthy Bloom of roſy Morn 
Upon her Cheek is ſeen ; 

And, more, their Favourite to adorn, 
Each Grace bedecks her Mien: 


Ah! let their fond Endeavours ceaſe, 
They act too vain a Part; 
Perfection, of itſelf, muſt pleaſe, 
And muſt contemn all Art. 


Let Libertines, and Coxcombs pay 
Their Adoration round ; 
From Fair te Fair till let them ftray, 


But, Men of Senſe ſhall ever join 
; Their Homage, as thy Due; 
And, MoLLy,——at Love's awful Shrine 
Admire its Power in You. 


Yet, think not, dear, engaging Fair, 
That you unrivall'd reign ; 

AnoTaer boaſts of Charms as rare, 
And ſhares with You the Plain: 


For 
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For, long as Mor x's Beauties bloom, 
And Bards extol her Fame; 
Shall lovely HaRRIOr ſtill aſſume 


An ever- equal Claim. 


Grand as the Swan that ſwims the Thames, 
We ſee ſweet Hax Rler move; 
White like the Swan,—cold as thoſe Streams; 
Her Breaſt recoily from Love: 


So have I heard the Swains repine, 
With many hopeleſs Sighs, 

Alike the AUT EOS Sts TERs ſhine ;. 
Alike Taer Love deſpiſe. 


Amidſt the pleaſant Hills and Dales, 
Of Surrey's fruitful Coaſt, 

Where Croydon's Spire o'erlooks the Vale 
The Muſes value moſt. 


Theſe peerleſs Buds of Nature bloom, 
Her lovelieſt Work and Pride; 20 
Ah! what could grace the Drawing- Room, 


Why muſt the Country hide! 


Yet, what are all the Charms I ſing! 
How helpleſs is their Aid 

We know, the Flowers, that deck the Spring, 
Muſt in the Winter fade! 


But, as the Wood is ſteri more clear; 
When all the Leaves are gone, - 

Their ſolid Charms ſhall moſt appear, 
When thoſe of Youth are flown: 
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When MoLLr's Beauties we ſurvey, 
And HarxrtoT's graceful Mien, 
What was the Mother in her Day, 
Is by the Daughters ſeen : 


And, in the Mother we may view, 
| When Yoath can pleaſe no more, 
That Time will feed on Charms tis true, 
Yet ſtill will add a Store. 


1 
I N. rA r i 0 N. 
To Dx. "JUVSTAM ON D. 


OME, JvsTamonD, partake with me, 
In humble Solitude, 


Joys, which, though homely, you Il agree, 
Are rational, and good. 


A Cup of nut-brown Ale I have got, 
And Happineſs, which loves my Cot, 
Shall give your Cares Relief; 
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If Cares can dwell within a Breaſt, _ 
Where Peace ſhould ever reign, 
If it be true, as ſome atteſt, 
That Vice alone gives Pain: 


Then, Vice, I 'm ſure, can never find 4 5 | 


A Place within your Heart, 
Where all is generous, all is kind, 
All ſocial, all ſans Art. 


Yet, think not that the jolly Bowl, 
Is from my Table fled; 
I U, likewiſe, ſometimes add a Fowl, 
And Pork, the beſt, home-fed. 


Then, I will laugh, as heretofore ; 
And you, my Friend, ſhall ſing; 
My Wife, and Boys ſhall cry encore; 


The Room with Mirth ſhall ring; 


Not ſuch as ſhakes pale Slander's Side, 

| While meagre Envy ſmiles; 
Nor what diſtorts the Face of Pride, 
Or gives to Art freſh Wiles: 


For, theſe delight not you, and me; 
Becauſe full well we know, 
It is impoſlible to ſee 
A perfect Man below: 


And, why ſhould we ſo loſe the Time 
We might much better ſpend; 
As I do now in harmleſs Rhyme, 
Addreſs d to rouv, my Friend 
Aa a 
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Why ſhould we loſe that Time, I fay, 
In Scandal, Noiſe, and Strife, 


And not purſue, the nobleſt Way _ 
Along the Vale of Life ?!— 


To ſcorn the Worthleſs ; praiſe the Good; 

Aſſiſt the wretched Poor;— 
Pitying the Frail— for Fear we ſhould 
Eer want that Pity more! 


5 
Miſs MOLLY HERRING's. Manxiace with Mr. STONE. 
Movit Amphion 'Lapides canendo. 


WEET MorLLy, the Pride of the Plain, 
Whom lately, with Rapture, I ſang, 
With Rapture I II ſing of again; | 
She inſpires my Pen, and my Tongue ; 
O, ye Critics, your Coles #4 | 
If your Eyes once beheld the bright Maid, 
So lovely, —ſo gentle—ſo fair— 


You'd be Friends, and ſpog lend me your Aid- 
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Of Apollo I oft' have been told, 

Of Orpheus, Amphion, —and more— 
How the SToxs in a Tranſport have roll'd, 

And danc'd, while they fung on the Shore: 
Twas the Power of Muſic, alone, 

That wrought ſuch a Wonder we know : 

But, when MoLLy enlivens a STONE, 

From whence does the Miracle flow ? 


It flows from the Charms of her Mind, 
So virtuous, ſo ſoft, ſo diſcreet 
With thoſe of her Perſon conjoin'd, 
So graceful, ſo beauteous, fo feet : 
Thus adorn'd, can it ever ſeem odd, 


While each Charm; and each Grace is her vn; 


That the lovelieſt Work of her Gop 
Should have Power to animate STon x. 
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BAR IER, like a ſluggiſh Knave, 
Though ſure, is wonderous ſlow ; 
For, while one he ſtands to ſhave, 
He lets another grow. 


Aaas 


THE 


S- Oer the vaſt Atlantic Sea 
Our well-built Veſſel fails, . 
We Paſſengers, by Turns, agree 
To ſing, or elſe tell Tales. 
To paſs the tedious Hours away, 
While, thus, we chearful ſtrove, 
Briſk Strephon firſt began the Lay, 
And tun'd his Lyre to Love: 
Of HARRIOr, then, he joyful ſung, 
The Nymph of Croydon's Vale, 
The Theme of every Shepherd's Tongue, 
The Beauty of that Dale ; 
And not of that one Dale alone; 
For, in Britannia's Iſle, 
Where Venus high exalts her Throne, 
No loyelier Maid can ſmile. 


* Mig HAR ROT HER RING. 


+ This was written on Board the Earl of Hallifax Pacquet-Boat, bound from Falmouth to 
NewsYork. 
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* Let Avon, proud bf Shenftone's Song, 
* Triumphantly diſplay, 
On E/bam's Vale, a ſplendid Throng 
Of Naiads trim and gay: 
« Yet, none ſhall place his muddy Streams, 
* Or thoſe who haunt their Side, 
* In Competition with the Thames, 
And Harrow. in her Pride, 
* Did Paris in theſe Times but live, 
* While in full Bloom her Charms, 
What Glory might he not atchieve ; 
An AR well worth his Arms! 
* Secure in Peace, the Spartan King.. 
* His Helen might enjoy; 
And Pope, without tranſlating, ſing” 
How Britain conquer d Troy. 
* To what ſhall I this Nymph compare, 
On whom each bounteous Grace 
* Has laviſh'd all that s grand, or rare, 
* In Mind, as well as Face? Ty 
The Lilly may expreſs, tis true, 
* Her Neck, and Boſom, fair; 
Her Cheek, the bluſhing Roſe-bud's Hue; 
* But—what, her Shape, and Air! 
* Or, who her Majeſty can paint, 
That ſees the Charmer move? 
* Your Colours, Reynolds, would be.faint ; 
And, firſt, you d die with Love! 
For, more than Fancy can expreſs, 
Great Nature here has ſhewn ; . 
To prove, that Beauty in Exceſs 
* ls bers, to paint, alone. 
; What 
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What Man the high meridian Sun, 
With ſtedfaſt Eye, ſurveys, 
© Let him, ſweet Maid! and him alone, 
Preſume at THEE to gare: 
That Sun, for ſome few Years, or ſo, 
* Is only doom'd to ſhine; 
* While through Eternity ſhall glow 
| * Thoſe brighter Charms of thine. 
I laugh at other Females Art, 
How anxious all to pleaſe ; 
* Whilſt, undeſign'd, you win each Heart, 
And captivate with Eaſc : 
* Soon as you tread the flowery Plain, 
All glorious to be ſeen, 
Each envious Maid laments her Swain, 
And, ſighing, quits the Green. 
If in this World a Youth can be, 
* Who merits God-like Bliſs, 
O, let him pay his Vows to thee 
And may ſt thou ſoon be his; 
* And round your Bed may Concord ſtrew 
Her beſt, her choiceſt Flowers; 
And all your Days like Minutes flow ; 
And all your Years like Hours 


While, thus, his Note the Shepherd rais' d, 
By ſacred Friendſhip fir d. 

His fair Euphemia heard, and prais'd 
What real Worth inſpir'd : 

Yet, well ſhe knew, her Strephon's Heart 
To Conſtaney was prone ; 

And, while he play'd the Poet's Part, 
His Soul was all her own. 


THE 
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N Paper, ſtrangely and uncouthly ſhap'd, 

For Reaſons ſtranger, VauexTINes y-clep'd, 
Scriblers, To-day, of every Size, and Sort, 
In annual Chime to Venus pay their Court; 
Teeth, Lips, Checks, Eyes, Hair, Forehead, all made out, 
Ruby, Roſe, Lilly, wonderous like, no Doubt : 
Thus, piecemeal they the Goddeſs-Nymph compare ; 
And, by commending, ſatyrize the Fair. 
Avaunt, ye Elves, who thus, in Spite of Senſe, 
Blaſpheme Apollo, and would Wits commence ; 
The Fair, whom Honour, Truth, and Candour guide, 
Attach'd by Worth alone, your Arts deride. 
Nor think, ſweet Maid, as you peruſe 'my Song, 
I ſwell the Chorus of the motley Throng. 


Let lying Bards ideal Forms create, 
And vainly of aerial Beauty prate; 
Juno, Minerva, Venus, and ſo forth, 
Are beaten Topics, and but little Worth ; 
I leave the Pearl too, and the Stars at Reſt; 
Nor ſhall the Snow vie with Tazzax14's Breaſt : 


Ig 
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In that dear Manſion we, more v!n'd, find 
The matchleſs Beauties of an Angel s Mind: 
External Charms, frail Bleflings! fade away; 
Thoſe grow with Years, not ſubject to decay. 


Sitting by THEE, no Frowns af Fate I fear; 
Tay gentle Smiles can diſſipate all Care, 
The Sting of Sorrow from my Breaſt remove, 
And tune my Soul to Extacy and Love: 
The generous Sentiments, thy Words impart, 
Thrill through my Veins, and play around my Heart ; 
No Part is from the powerful Influence free; 
But every Senſe, enraptur'd, ſighs for THE x. 
Thus, while I, gazing, feaſt my eager Sight, 
Loſt in a Trance of exquiſite Delight, 
Sees not My Love, when her bright Eyes meet mine, 
Suk, only su can be my VALENTINE. 


\ 


G A T, rn n 
PARAPHRASE p. 
IFE is a Jeſt, and all Things ſhew it: 


* I thought ſo once; but now I know it.” 


Thus, like a dying Swan, he ſung, 

As Death untimely ſtopp'd his Tongue; 
Then, ſinking like a Babe to Reſt, 
Smil'd at the Dart that ſpoil'd the Jeſt. 
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Mies BLIZA o n D ON 


\ S t' other Day fair CaLoz ftray'd, 
Where Nith, ſiow-murmuring, glides along, 

CHLor, by far the brighteſt Maid, 

That e' er adorn'd a Shepherd's Song, 
She chanc'd to meet the God of Love, 

A naked Urchin, poor, and blind: 
So ſad a Sight would ſurely move 

The hardeſt Heart, the moſt unkind! 


But, CaLosz's Heart the Graces form'd; 
And form'd it generous, and mild: 
Its deep Receſſes Pity warm'd, 
And Innocence, which ne'er beguil'd: 
Religion here had fix d her Throne; | 
And each fair Virtue, too, their Seat, 
And here,—an bem 1m. of their own,— 
Was Honour's fayourite Retreat. 
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Alas! poor Child! - the Virgin cried— 
Where wandereſt thou, ſo cold a Day, 
Stark blind, and none thy Steps to guide? 
* Say, whither doſt thou madly ſtray? 
„ Your Pity, Ma'am, is well apply d—— . 
'm a poor Orphan, quite forlorn,” 
(In blubbering Accents he reply'd) 
And blind, as now you view me, born: 


Let not that Pity, then, which ſways — 
* Thy Mind, in Words alone be ſhewn ; 
But, by rclieving me, amaze 
„ Thoſe Hearts, which ne'er have Pity known.“ 
The lovely Nymph comply'd with Joy, 
And o'er his Back her Mantle threw ; 
And, as ſhe homeward led the Boy, 
New bid,” ſhe cried, * thy Woes-adicu! 


Soon was he to a Nurſe conſign'd, 
And ſoon in warmeſt Cradle laid ; 

And ſoon, as the poor Child was blind, 

A ſkilful Surgeon lent his Aid: 
At length, of human Hearts the Lord, 

And (well I ween) of Angels too, 
If you will take a Poet's. Word, 

Was cur'd, and ſaw as well as you. 


And now he waves his roſeate Wings, 

Which cunningly he hid before 
But how, it matters not and fi 

When nimbly he had reach'd the Door, 
« Henceforth I'll aim my Shafts aright:“ 

(So ſaying, one he launch'd at me) 
Let him proclaim I've gain'd my Sight, 

* By, charming CaLoe, loving TEE.“ 
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POLL O's fabled Aid I ſcorn, 
Nor court the vocal Throng : 
For, Carlow's Nymphs ſhall now adorn, 

And animate my Song; 
The Nymphs, who haunt the Barrow's Side, 
The Grace, the Dignity, the Pride, 
Of Carlow's happy Swains. 


Oh! had you ſeen them, in the Dance, 
With ſprightly Geſture move, 
And now retreat—-and now advance, 
In all the Pomp of Love, 
Your Heart would at one View have felt 
That tender, generous Fire, 
Which can the hardeſt Boſom melt 
In Flames of ſoft Deſire. 


Whom ſhall I firſt in Order bring, 
To grace my flowing Line, 
Where Charms ſo various, while I ſing, 
Still puzzle as they ſhine? 
Bbb2 The 
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The engaging STELLA ſhall appear, 
With Elegance her own ; 

The firſt, in Grandeur, Eaſe, and Air; 
Vice-Qneen, on Beauty's Throne: 


Tis here, that Cupid fpreads his Toils, 
All o'er her ſnowy Breaſt, — 

Her coral Lips, her dimpled Smiles; 
And robs us of our Reſt. 

In vain the accompliſh'd Fair we ſhun ;— 
Such Magic 's in her Eye, 

That, if we gaze, we are undone;;, 


The gentle Sus an, mild as May, 
In virgin Charms array d, 
Shall bloom the ſecond in my Lay, 
An ever-matchleſs Maid: 
The ſecond of the BERN ARD Name 
A Name, where all are fair— 
She ſhould the foremoſt Honours claim, 
If STELLA were not there. | 


The third, bright KIT Tv, is thy Due: 
Nor let me be diſgrac d. 
If after STELLA, and fair Sue, 
Perhaps thou art miſplac d-: 
In Beauty, Men may diſagree ;— 
That they agree, is rare 
And, what 's the faireſt Form to me, 
To others mayn't be fair. 


Two lovely Fax xNxIES next ſhall ſnine, 
In native Luſtre bright; 

And MoLLy, too, a Maid divine; 
All form'd to give Delight ; 


(375) 
All form'd to give extatic Bliſs,- 
And Happineſs refin'd ; 
All form'd to pleaſe—but moſt in thir— 
The Charms that pleaſe the Mind. 


If aught the Beauty of the Face, 
| Which marks the BERNARD Name; 
And far and near extolls this Race 
Throughout the Path of Fame; 
If aught that Beauty can outvie, 
Which makes each Heart their e 
It is the Charm, which ne'er can die ;— 


- The Charm, that ſcorns the Grave. 


Thus far, this Family Ive ſung, 
The pleaſant Barrow's Boaſt ; | 
But have not Time, nor Pen, nor Tongue, 
For each deſerving Toaſt, — 
Then, let ſome other Bard rehearſe 
The long, illuſtrious Line : 
I'll pay that Candour to his Verſe, - 
I now implore for mine: 
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Miss ELIZA GOR DON 


S t other Day fair C Lo ftray'd 
Among ſome Trees of fragrant Roſes, 
The laughing Boy perceiv'd the Maid ; 
The Boy, who of our Fate diſpoſes : 

For 'midſt the Buſhes then he lay, 

Arm'd with a Quiver full of Arrows; 
Which, in wanton childiſh Play, 

He idly ſhot at perching Sparrows. 


Soon as he ſaw the blooming Fair, 
He choſe the ſharpeſt Arrow in it; 
Reſolv'd to eaſe his Mother's Care, 
And kill her Riyal in a Minute. 
Awhile he bent his Bow, awhile 
He aim'd his Arrow, not to miſs her: 
But CaLoe, turning with a Smile, 
Beckon'd the Child to come and kiſs her. 


Around 
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Around her Neck the Urchin flew, 
Diffolv'd in Pleaſure, loſt in Blifſes+; 

Fondly reaping, as they grew, 
Melting, poignant, luſcious Kiſſes: 

Till, mad with Extacy, he ſwore, 

| Ho 'd harmleſs prove to her for over; 

Nor, from that Time, moleſt her more 
With Arrow, Bow, or Dart, or Qui ver. 


Then, ceaſe to wonder, hopeleſs Swains, 
Why charming CaLoe's Heart diſcovers 
No tender Wiſh to eaſe the Pains 
Of her deſponding dying Lovers; 
Or, why ſuch Fragrance from her Lips 
Diſtills, in all her balmy Kiſſes :. 
'Tis Cupid s Breath the Virgin: ſips; - 
And he 's averſe to all our Wiſhes: 


O » - Mr CRT ETIRNG EY 


HEN the dear Cauſe of all my Paim 
Is abſent from my Sight, 
Muſic, and Books, and Friends, in vain, , 
Attempt to give Dleight. 


So, though a thouſand Stars by Night 
Heaven's Canopy beſpark, - 

If the fair Moon's ſuperior Light, 
Be wanting, ſtill tis. dark. 


Sptember, 1746. 
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EASE, lovely CxLox, to diſcloſe 

That Boſom, whiter than the Snow ; 
Nor wantonly thoſe Charms expoſe, 

Which with extatic Beauty glow. 
Thoſe pouting, coral Lips are vain ; 

And vain your flowing, auburn Hair: 
Nor can your dimpled Smiles regain 

My Heart ;—no, nor your matchleſs Air. 


And, do you, weeping, turn away? 
Thoſe pouting Lips, I long to kiſs; 
Thoſe Cheeks, where roſey Cupids play; 
That Boſom, too, tie Seat of Bliſs. 
Return, — my ſweeteſt Nymph! return; 
Your Strephon did but fondly joke you. 


With Pleaſure, Love, and Joy, I burn; 


And never will again provoke you. 


PERU VIAN 
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PERUVIAN LETTER Ss.” 
L 1 * L 


INSCRIBED To 


The Honourable Mas. B E RE S FOR D. 


HERE art thou, Aza? where? how far remoy'd? 
Where can his Zit1a ſeek her beſt beloy'd ? 
Direct me, Heaven ] direct a wretched Maid, 
Who ſuppliant kneels for thy much- wanted Aid : + 
Tell me, O tell me! where the royal Youth, 
Inform'd with Virtue, Conſtancy, and Truth, . 
My Love, my Tuca, where does he reſide ? | 
Where mourn the Effects of Spain's rapacious Pride? 
What new Invention can his ZiLra find, 
To paint her tender Heart to 7 2 s Mind? 
To thee, thus abſent, Nou Cries mos 


Like*Morning-Vapours, ri 
Coo | In 


* From Ziita, 4 Virgin educated in the Temple of the Sun, to Au A, Prince and High- 
Prieſt of Frru, at the Time of the Spaniſb Invaſion. — The Subſtance of the firſt five Letters, 


and about Half of the ſixth, was, for the moſt Part, taken from a French Novel, The Reſt 
is entirely the Poet's own, 
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In vain, thine Aid, thy Succour I implore; 

Thy dubious Fate diſtreſſes me the mote. 

Een now, ye Powers! een now, propitious prove; 
Nor in my Fall involve the Man | love. 


When, for the plunder'd Temple of the Sun, 
By barbarous, ſacrilegious Hands o'erthrown, 
My Eyes ſhould pour the never-ceaſing,Tear, 
For thee, alone, I grieve, for thee I fear : 

Since that dread Moment, when the ſavage Race, 
Dragg'd me from God, + and from thy loy'd Embrace, 
Retain'd in ſad Captivity I lie, 

Plung'd in the Abyſs of dark Obſcurity. 

Is it my Guilt that Heaven's Reſentment draws? 
I feel the Effects, unconſcious of the Cauſe : 

Ah! what am I? that I alone am curſt —— 
Time till runs on, as ſmoothly as at firſt; 

Due and alternate, Night and Day returns; 
Nature s the ſame; and only ZiL1a mourns, 
Fallen from my Height, nor ſuffer'd to prepare 

My deſtin'd Soul for all this Load of Care. 


Here, moſs-grown Walls confine my narrow Sight ; 
A wretched Mat receives my Limbs at Night. 
Say, where theſe Minifters of Hell were bred; 
What ſavage Breaſt their infant Cravings fed ; 
For, Nothing human could, relentleſs, ſee, 
Or act ſuch Crimes, as ſhock Humanity: 


The Guardian Deity of Perv. 


+ 4. e, The Preſence of the Sun in the Temple, 
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Oh ! the Barbarians! in whoſe cruel Hand 

The fatal Thunder rumbles at Command. 

Az a, where art thou? how didſt thou evade 
The flaming Shafts, that ſuch Deſtruction made? 
Did ſome bleſs'd Chance ſecure my venturous Lord 
From the keen Edge of the deſcending Sword ? 
Did Heaven thoſe helliſh Inſtruments avert, a 
And turn their harmleſs Points from Aza's Heart ? 
I know thy Soul, thy Diſregard of Life, 

Where Thirſt of Fame conducts the hoſtile Strife; 
I know thy Courage; but, I doubt thy Power, 
Too far unequal to the Thunder's Roar. | 


Twas on the fatal Day, which ſhould have ſhone, 
To grace the Loſing of my virgin Zone, 
While in the Temple's ſacred Arch I fate, 
In Meditation on the nuptial State, 
My nimble Fingers through my Qyipos t mov'd, 
To tell how ZiLta, and her Aza, loy'd; 
Here did my Thoughts recall the happy Hour, 
When thy dread Father ſhar'd with thee his Power ; 
That Power to viſit the Divine Abode, 
Where vulgar Feet irreverend never trod: 
Then, when thou ſtood'ſt amidſt our virgin Train, 
My Heart embrac'd the voluntary Chain. 
How ſweet to us appear'd thy youthful Mien, ' 
Whom but the Tnca's Self alone had ſeen: 
My raviſh'd Eyes purſued you as you mov'd, 
While frequent Sighs betray'd _ much I lov'd; 

2 0 Cc 2 


1 Fire-Arms, miſtook for Thunder. 
+A Set of knotted Threads uſed inſt: ad of Letters. 
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"Twas Love, my Aza ; for my tortur'd Breaſt 
Alternate Joy, and bitter Care, confeſs'd : 

Even, while thy new-acquainted Beauty charm' d. 
Attendant Jealouſy my Soul alarm'd ; 

With new-born Hate, the gazing Throng I fee, 
And blam'd their Frailty, to be mov'd like me. 
But, when I learn'd my happy Self decreed, 

As next in Blood, + to ſhare thy princely Bed, 
What Joys I felt, when your aſſenting Voice 
Confirm'd and ratified the public Choice : 

Oh! ſince that Hour, what Moments have we paſs'd, 
In Bliſs, too ſoft, too exquilite, to laſt! 


Now, by Degrees, the parti-colour'd Blue . 
Of both our Loves the faithful Painting drew, 
When, on a ſudden, a tumultuous Sound 
Awak'd my Thoughts; the Temple ſhook around: 
Then was my warm Imagination fir'd 
With what my Tenderneſs for you inſpir d; 
Trembling with Hope, impatient I await 
The Nica's Office, to unite our Fate; 

Thy manly Beauties all my Thoughts employ ; 
Fearleſs, I ſpring to meet my coming Joy. 

But, ah! what different horrid Scenes appear ! 
The fad Remembrance fills my Soul with Fear, 
The Temple Pavement fſtain'd with human Gore; 
And the Sun's Image proftrate on the Floor ; 

Our frighted Virgins from the Murderers fly; 

And helpleſs Mamas, * ſtruck with Thunder, die. | 
Trembling, 


4 


t A Cuſtom among the Trinces of Peru. 
- * Matrons of the Sun, 
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Trembling, I ſought the Temple's deep Receſs ; 

But there no Shelter found for my Diſtreſs. 

Can'ſt thou believe it ?—theſe unhallow'd Bands 

On the Sun's Daughter urg d their impious Hands ;. 
Their frantic Rage the Sun himſelf diſdain d, 

Nor fear d due Vengeance from his Rites prophan'd ;. 
Their ruling Paſſion Want of Gold ſupplies, 

To that alone they offer Sacrifice ; 

The Thirſt of Gold was firſt the guilty Source 

Of our Misfortunes, and their bloody Force. 


Torn from the ſolemn, ſanctiſied Receſs, . 
Yet premature, and in my virgin Dreſs, * 
My Feet, unwilling, trod the ſacred Floor, 
And paſs'd, unworthy, through the nuptial Door; 
From thence to Priſon, where the glimmering Light 
ju beam'd ſufficient to encreaſe my Fright: 
But, while this horrid Deſolation reigns, 
By happy Chance, my Quipos ſtill remains: 
This is a Treaſure, as the myſtic Twine 
Muſt act the Chaqui + 'twixt my Soul and thine : 
Fallacious Hope! unleſs ſome pitying God 
Would ſpeed my Work to thy unknown Abode. 
But, Oh! even now, perhaps my As A ſtands, 
Prone o'er his Fate, amidſt thoſe treacherous Bands ; 
Even while my Soul deſcribes its ſuffering Fears, 
Perhaps theſe Threads receive a Widow's Tears: 1 -1 


* As the vught not to have left the Temple, without the Enfigne of Royalty, and in g 
Wedding Garment. 


+ A Meſſenger. 
1 Being betrothed to Aza. 


( 382 


Forbid it, Heaven | relieve our preſent Woes ; + 
And urge thy Vengeance only on our Foes, 
Could I myſelf perform the Chagui's Part, 
And bring theſe Tidings of thy Z1L1a's Smart, 
For that ſhort Bliſs I 'd all my Days forego 

That the Sun dooms my Pilgrimage below. 

My Heart is rack d; ah ! whither am I driven? 
Aza - my dear-lov'd Az a—Mercy, Heaven! 


: 


L'- „ T om + 
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AY Pacha Camac, ever-bounteous Lord, 
The pious Chaqui's happy Zeal reward, 

By whom my Quipos reach'd thy willing Hands, 
And I was bleſs'd with thy ador d Commands; 
Oh! may the Tree of Virtue ever ſhed 
Its happy Influence on his loyal Head 
Long did my Heart its painful Fears expreſs, © 
For thy unknown, perhaps, thy vaſt Diſtreſs ; 
But, when I ſaw the dear returning Twine, 
My Soul expanded in the Search of thine : 
My Aza lives, he lives unhurt, and free; 
Thanks to the Sun for this one kind Decree : | 
Jam 


* The Creator God, more powerful than the Shn. 
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1 am all Rapture, Extacy of Bliſs, - 

No common Frame can tafte a Joy like this : 
Waking, my Lover all my Thoughts employs ;. 
In Dreams, my Fancy paints ſucceeding Joys. 
Thou liv'ſt, my Aza, and the folemn Chains. 
The Tye, that ſhould unite us, ſtill — 1109 
Your kind Expreſſions have, in Part, aſſuag 

The ſobbing Grief that in my Boſom 88 

My Soul, enlighten'd, its Exiſtence owes 

To my kind Genius; as the full-blown Roſe- 
Its brilliant Colours from the Sun derives, 

So in thy Worth my whole Perfection lives. 

But why, alas! when royal Aza 's free, 

Am I thus kept in diſmal Slavery? 

My grated Priſon ſtill renews my Fears ; 

Ah! how uncouth, how dreary it ! 
With what Diſtraction do I view the Scene! 

Is this a Dwelling for Peruvia's Queen ? 


Are theſe the Robes thy deſtin'd Wife ſheald wear? 


Is this the nuptial Bed I thought to ſhare? 

Alas! theſe Walls afford no cally Fats, 

No Bed expeQant of a royal Bride: 

All 's dark and diſmal, where the mournful Gloom 
Suits but too well the joy-forbidding Room. 
But why, dear Man, do I complain of thee? 
Can'ſt thou relieve, or ſet the Priſoner free? 
Ah no! my Lord, thoſe outward Marks of State, 
Too well convince me of thy ſervile Fate: 

Can'ſt thou not feel thy Liberty debarr'd, 

In all the Attendance of the watchful Guard ? 
Through all their fulſome Honours you may trace, 
Yours is but Bondage with a milder Face: 

Fly from thy Error, and preſerve thy Life ; 

And ſeek the Arms of thy expecting Wife. 


Since 
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Since Yiracotha has our Loſs foretold, 
By Dint of Thunder through a Thirſt for Gold; 
Let us our Pomp with Chearfulneſs reſign, — 
If Heaven fo wills, ſhall Mortals dare repine ? 
Some lonely Cottage ſhall ſecure our Peace, 
And all our Days find Liberty and Eaſe , 
No foreign Tyrants ſhall diſturb our Cell; 
Nor home-bred Treaſons enter where we dwell : 
Oer my fond Heart you Il hold imperial Sway, 
While I ſhall boaſt the Title to obey : 
We ll feel the Effects of Avarice no more; 
Nor dread the fickle Million's frantic Hour : 
We ll beg Protection from the Powers above, 
Rich in Poſſeſſion of each others Love: 
Secure in thee, I'll fear no future Harms; 
But bleſs the Fate that gave thee to my Arms. 


Alas! my Love, how little did I know 
The ſharp Misfortunes I was deſtin'd to! 
What horrid Space, what Oceans muſt divide 
Thy widow'd Arms from thy ſtill virgin Bride? 
Perhaps my Griefs ſhall ne'er approach your Ear, ' 
Nor this work'd Tiſſue in your Sight appear; 
But I am fix'd the brave Attempt to make; 
It ſooths my Care, it is for Aza's Sake. 
How ſhall my Fingers o'er the Clue prevail, 
To tell my Inca the ſurpriging Tale? 
How ſhall I paint the Ideas I receiv'd, 
And what, when told, can ſcarcely be believ'd ? 
Twas now the Time, when peaceful Slambers cloſe 
The Eyes of Mortals to relieve their Woes; 
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* A Prophet, 
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In Tears I lay extended on the Ground; 
The Dungeon echoed with a fearful Sound ; 
Tro ſavage Spaniards, thunder-bearing Men, 
Perforce compel me from my gloomy Den : 
In this Diſtreſs, my female Fears prevail ; 
My Knees bend trembling ; and my Senſes fail; 
Loſt in a Swoon, I can no further tell 
What, for a Time, thy poor Betroth'd befel. 
But when, compell'd by Youth, and Nature's Force, 
The ſanguine Stream reſum'd its wonted Courſe ; 
When once Reflection was return'd agai 
And quick Senſation realiz'd my Pain; 
My rolling Eyes with wild Attention gaze, 
Struck with alternate Terror, and Amaze : 
What meant the Change, my Soul was yet to learn ; 
Anxious, I wait the wiſh'd-for Light's Return; 
When I beheld a Room of ſmall Extent, 
From whence exhal'd a loath'd, offenſive Scent : 
The Chamber moves; alas! my Brain turns round; 
I'm all convuls'd upon this rolling Ground ; 
With tottering Haſte, I ſeek my wretched Bed, 
Deſponding, while my Steps precarious tread: 
Perplexing Wonder, certainly deſign'd, 
By ſome deſtructive Power, to hurt Mankind. 
Now round my Head the dizzy Miſts ariſe, 
And duſky Vapours fleet before my Eyes; 
Convulſive Throws my tortur'd Breaſt invade, 
And my cold Limbs refuſe their wonted Aid; 
Large Drops of Sweat bedew my pallid Check, 


While deep-fetch'd Groans my inward Torments ſpeak. 


At laſt, with Sickneſs, Grief, and Care oppreſt, 
My Pain ſubſided, and I ſunk to Reſt: 
Some friendly Power, in Pity to my Smart, 
In ſtiptic Slumber ſooth'd my 22 
D | 
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For, Nature, tir'd, and harraſs' d out with Care, 

** Sinks down to Reſt, ſometimes, amidſt Deſpair.” 
Scarce was I loſt in unaccuſtom'd Eaſe, 

(Ah! fleeting Bliſs! ſhort Interval of Peace!) 

When a tremendous, and more horrid Sound, 

Than that of Talba, * ſhook the Manſion round: 
Such Shock ſhall happen, when the Moon is hurl'd, 
By angry Fate, to cruſh the nether World : 

Dread Thunders roar, and fire-wing'd Lightnings play ; 
While Clouds of ſulphurous Smogk obſcure the Day: 
At firſt, the Tumult threaten'd from afar, 

The cool Commencement of the diſtant War; 
But, when more near the deafening Horror drew, 
Then to its Height the fierce Contention grew: 

After a While it gradually decreas'd 

Till, at the laſt, the loud Exploſion ccas'd : 

When, now, methought, I heard the piteous Cries 
Of blaſted Spaniards rend the avenging Skies — 

For, can theſe Wretches e er preſume that Heaven 
O'erlooks their Crimes; or, hope thoſe Crimes forgiven ? 
Almighty Juſtice always ſtrikes, though ſlow, 

Like the high-lifted Arm, the mightier Blow. — 
Alas! alas! what recent Cauſe for Fear! 

Strange bloody Men before my Eyes appear ; 

With brutal Rage they through the Chamber broke, 
And in their Hands their ſanguine Sabres ſmoke. 
Now what Anxiety my Boſom feels ! 

Around my Heart the lazy Stream congeals : 

Ah me II faint Oblivion, once again, 

Relie ves my Soul from its accuſtom'd Pain. 


LET T E R 
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HEN from my Sweon, where my unhappy Lot, 
My Woes, my Hopes, even As 4 was forgot, 
In Tears I wak'd ; for ſtill my Grief ſupplies 
The briny Torrent that o'erflows my Eyes: 
ne — —_— 
In Contemplation of a ſecond 
Next, but well pleas'd, and — tbey ſurvey'd 
The ſumptuous Couch on which my Limbs were laid: 
But ſtill this Houſe the plunging Motion feels, 
And my ſick Stomach, as before, rebels. 
No more the cruel, whiſker'd Spaniards, now, 
Affront my Sorrows with a gloomy Brow ; 
A Crew of gentle Savages 
And, ſmiling, ſtand ref round my Couch : 
In theſe, no curſed Raviſhers are ſeen, 
Unlike in Countenance, in Dreſs, in Mien; 
But, oh! how different from my much-lov'd Lord, 
By bounteous Nature fram'd to be ador'd ! 
Where, in what mortal Viſage can I find 
Such Beauty, and ſuch Majeſty combin'd? 
Thou perfect Pattern of excelling Worth, 
Form'd or to bleſs, or to command the Earth, 
Ddd 2 
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When ſhall my Eyes behold thy manly Charms? 
When wilt thou fold me in a Huſband's Arms ? 


The ſullen Aſpects of my former Foes, 
Phlegm, Pride, Diſdain, and Cruelty diſcloſe , 
Whene'er they ſpeak, expreſſive Accents ſeem 
Firſt deeply weigh'd, to indicate the Theme ; 
Their haughty Gloom, and ſupercilious Pride, 
Aﬀec Contempt for all the World beſide; 
Their Look betrays the Temper of their Mind, 
By Malice ſway'd, to Cruelty inclin'd. 
Think it not ſtrange, that Heaven's all-wiſe Commands 
Should be deputed to ſuch worthleſs Hands; 
Nor that the avenging Deity can pleaſe 
To ſcourge our Sins by Delegates like theſe : 
Thou knoweſt when Criminals are doom'd to bleed, 
The vileſt Hand performs the fatal Deed. 


In theſe, a ſprightly, more engaging Air 
Flatters my Hope, and mitigates Deſpair : 
My Pallet Side officious they attend, 
And their kind Aid moſt willing ſeem to lend; 
For ſtill I'm fick : But he, among the Reft, 
Who look'd the Cazique, * moſt Concern expreſs'd. 
But, if thou canſt, conceive my bluſhing Rage, 
When one, whoſe Hairs confeſs'd an hoary Age, 
Abruptly ſeiz'd on my reluctant Hand; 
Nor could my Strength his ſudden Force withſtand : 
I tore it back; but he, with cool Difdain, 
Smil'd at my Fears, and ſeiz d my Hand again; 
Since when, regardleſs of a Virgin's Shame, 
Each Day, indecent, he repeats the ſame : 


* A Chief, or Captain. 
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What would he have? can he preſume to know; 
By outward Contact, whence proceeds my Woe? 
Go, fooliſh Man, explore my aking Heart; 

'Tis there you Il find the Cauſe of Zrura's 
Sometimes, I am apt to fancy they 're inclin'd 

To think me form'd ſuperior to their Kind ; 
When they approach, they bow reſpectful down,, 
As we are wont, while worſhipping the Sun. 


But, how ſhall I my fond Attempt purſue, 
While freſh Misfortunes riſe within my View ! 
My Limbs were juſt recovering by Degrees 
Their former Strength, reliev'd from the Diſeaſe; 
Tottering I roſe, and crept from where I lay 
To where my moving Room receiv'd the Day: 
How ſhall I find Expreſlions to impart 
My trembling Horrors to thy anxious Heart 
Nought have 1 left, but patiently to die, 
Sinking beneath a hapleſs Deſtiny : 
What did I ſee! oh! gueſs at my Surprise, 
Where Nought appear'd but rolling Waves, and Skies 
Too well, alas! my prying Reaſon gueſs'd, | 
What, but too well, the reeling Houſe confeſs'd : 
At length, I ventur'd from my Door to take 
Some Obſervations of the Fabrick's Make : 
Such floating Caſtles, erſt, the Spaniards bore, 
Full-fraught with Thunder to our deſtin d Shore; 
Rang'd on the Sides, black Iron Teeth appear, 
Commiſſion d ready for the Trade of War; 
Large lofty Trees from out the Surface grow, 
Whoſe taper Heads the gaudy Streamers ſhew ; 
Quick through the Air their Wings expanded ſweep; 
While their broad Bellies cut the indented Deep; 
With headlong Force they dive into the Main, 
Thence riſing, climb the mountain Wave again: 


Strange! 
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Strange! whence theſe Savages derive their Skill, X 
That Winds and Seas yield paſſive to their Will: 

Moſt ſure, the Horrors, I deſcrib'd before, 

Were not the Effects of ſupernatural Power; 

"Twas from thoſe Inſtruments of Hell, deſign'd, 

By Man's Invention, to deſtroy their Kind. 

In vain, my wretched Fortune I deplore, 

Torn from thy Arms, ncer to behold thee more; 

Each tranſient Moment, while my Threads diſcloſe 

My painful Lot, the widening Diſtance grows. 

Since thou art loſt, permit me to deſtroy 

A hapleſs Life, I can no more enjoy: 

The Seas, now kind, ſhall miniſter Relief; ; 

A Moment's Space annihilates my Grief: | 

Courage, my Limbs, and aid my fatal Will 

Alas! I feel the coward Woman ſtill, 

From whence proceeds this peace-obſtructing Fear? 

Why ſhrinks my Soul at Diſſolution near? 

Tis Nature's Voice that intimates the Wrong; 

Immortal Souls to Heaven itſelf belong : 

'Tis an Hereafter, which aloud commands 

To wait our Doom from our Creator's Hands : 

If, by our Death, we from Diſtreſs would fly, 

Tis then, moſt ſure, but Cowardice to die. 

Perhaps I'm deſtin'd this Diſtreſs to prove, 

To riſe more worthy of my Aza's Love: . 
No let me live till Pacha Camac deigns , 
To end, relieve, or mitigate my Pains. 


Scarce did our radiant mighty Sire diſplay 
The riſing Glories that announce the Day, 
When, on a ſudden, the diſtracted Rout 
Aſſail'd my Ears with a tumultuous Shout; 
In 
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In nimble Dance they tread the floating Ground, 
While the red Mais * flows in Plenty round; 
As when our Prieſts prepare the ſacred Rite, 

To ſolemnize our glorious Feaſt of Light. 


But, , the Chicf, who kindly ſeems to bear 
In my Misfortunes more than common Share, 
Led me to where I juſt before had view'd, 

In vaſt Diſtreſs, the madly raging Flood : 

Here, to a Tube or necromantic Wand 

My Eye, affix d, beheld a diſtant Land; 
Thence, by the Cazique's frequent Signs, I find 
Our floating Manſion for that Land deſign d; 
That no Solemnities their Thoughts employ, 
But this ſole Reaſon of their preſent Joy: 

'Tis ſure thy Empire; for the chearful Day 
Here feels the Impulſe of the ſolar Ray. 

Will pitying Fate my Aza then reſtore, 

And part poor ZiL1a from her Love no more? 
My bliſsful Soul exceſſive Joys ſhall prove, 
When once united to the Man I love 

I ſhall again return thy warm Embrace: 

Can any Woes ſuch Extacy efface ? 

The paſt are vaniſh'd ; Thoughts of future Joy 
Fill all my Soul, and every Senſe employ. 


A certain red Liquor uſed among thern, 
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T length the Manſion gains the welcome Shore, 
While from its Sides repeated Thunders roar; 

Unmov'd, unhurt, the gathering Croud appear, 
With Shouts of Gladneſs, unreſtrain'd'by Fear: 
Surprizing! how the Thunderers employ 
The ſelf ſame Art, to pleaſe, and to deſtroy. 
No Object, yet, confirms the promis'd Bliſs; 
Thy dear-lov'd Empire differs wide from this - 
We diſembark; and now once more I ftand, 
(Freed from my Fear) on firm and ſolid Land; 
My Sickneſs left me; and my Pains decreas'd, 
All but the cruel Inmate of my Breaſt. 
As yet, none elſe but Savages appear, 
Their Dreſs the ſame with that my Keepers wear ; 
Houſes on Houſes till aſpiring riſe, 
And lofty Turrets threat the neighbouring Skies ; 
No coſtly Trappings deck the outward Wall, 
Like the Sun's Temple in thy Capital : 
Though unadorn'd with that external Shew ; 
Within, what Wonders ſtand expos'd to View! 
Juſt as my Feet had gain'd a ſumptuous Room, 
(My Thoughts engroſs'd by my precarious Doom) 


Facing 
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Facing the Door, behold compleatly dreſs'd, 
A virgin Daughter of the Sun confeſe d: 
A ſecret Joy my throbbing Boſom warms, 
To claſp my Siſter-Sufferer to my Arms; 
The Maid, tranſported, with an equal Haſte, 
Moves as I move, and flies to be embrac'd : 
Deluſion all; my Arms are ſtretch'd in vain; 
Fruitleſs I ruſh againſt the gloſſy Plain; 
A ſhining Surface to my Sight fupplies 
The extended Form, but all Acceſs denies ; 
And, when my Tears in briny Cucrents flow, 
She ſeems to feel a Sympathy of Woe: 
While on the Maid attentively I gaz'd, 
My Grief was baniſh'd by my Wonder rais'd : 
The friendly Cazique's Form I ſeem'd to view, 
Cloſe by the firſt that my Attention drew ; 
Here, while I touch him with a dubious Hand, 
_— I behold the juſt Reſemblance ſtand : 
ge! that the ſclf-ſame Perſon ſhould appear, 

2 the © han ſo diſtant, and fo near. 
No more I ſeek that Daughter of the Sun, 
Taught to believe the Virgin Form my own; 
But, why, or, wherefore? Ignorance combin'd 
With blinded Error ſtill obſcures my Mind. 
The utmoſt Knowlege our Amutas * boaſt 
Would Nought avail on this ſfurprizing Coaſt : 
Where'er I go, the wildly-ſtaring Throng, 
Gaping, ſurround me as I move along; 
They gaze aſtoniſh'd, as they ne'er had ſeen 

A Virgin Garb, or e'er at Cuſco f been. 
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My Soul no Bliſs can taſte, 'till Aza's Arms, 
Encircling, guard me from all future Harms: 
While thus | wander, widow'd, and alone, 
The World's a Deſart wild, when thou art gone; 
No Path to guide my Footſteps to the Goal; 
No Place to reſt my weak and wearied Soul. 
Still more and more Uncertainties appear ; 
My Hopes are foil'd with Doubts, and with Deſpair ; 
Tis dark and dubious all: But yet, I find 
This Nation form'd beneficent and kind; 
Of Temper open, unreſerved, and free ; 
But oft inclin'd to trifling Levity : 

With ſuch Velocity their Accents flow, 
My Ears can ſcarce purſue them as they go; 
Fluent in Words, accuſtom'd in Grimace, 
A talking, active, thoughtleſs, pleaſing Race; 
Always in Action, ever briſk and gay, 
In gladſome Mirth they paſs the live- long Day; 
As we are cuſtom'd, when, with willing Hands, 
We cultivate our richly-grateful Lands. 


Was I to judge, from different Manners ſhewn, 
Among this ſavage Nation, and my own, 

My Hopes would vaniſh ; but that I have been told, 
Ere that the Spaniards ſought our fordid Gold ; 
What glorious Paths thy conquering Sire purſu'd 
To diſtant Realms, and Provinces ſfubdu'd ; 

This may be one of thoſe ; the Sun here ſecms, 
Pleas'd to adorn it with his pureſt Beams; 

How long muſt I remain unſatisfy'd, 

Of this my Fate, all Uſe of Speech deny'd ; 

That high Diſtinction, which all-gracious Heaven 
To Man, its Image, o'er the Brute has given, 
Avails not me; condemn'd to inward Moan, 


My ſad Complaints are underſtood by none: 
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How long, ye Powers, am I ordain'd to wait, 

Ere I can know my ſtill precarious Fate? 

Oh! could I once the Knowlege but attain 

Of this new Language, 'twould allay my Pain ; 
But all in vain, is every Art eflay'd; 

Nor aught avails my willing China's * Aid: 
Language deny d, I oft indeed divine 

The Cagigue s Meaning, by the myſtic Sign: 

Theſe Signs to all the Savages are known, 

Not, as I gueſs'd, confin'd to me alone; 

Sudden, and quick in Thought, Words ſcarce ſuffice, 
Their Bodies' Motion muſt aſſiſt the Voice; 

The imperfeQ Sentence lingers half-expreſs'd, 

From the ſhrugg'd Shoulder we muſt gueſs the Reſt. 
Wouldſt thou believe it? in this barbarous Place, 
That Men and Men moſt frequently embrace ? 

The Women's Cheeks here meet the public Kiſs ; 
No Bluſh ſucceeds, nor is it held amiſs. 

To their Vivacity, our ſerious Air, 

And flow Expreſſion, aukward muſt appear: 

But yet, might I relenting Fate implore 

To guide thy Steps to this fantaſtic Shore, 

My Aza's Preſence ſuch Content would give, 

Even here, delighted with my Lord, I'd live. 
Whate'er they do, an unaffected Eaſe 

Reigns through the Whole ; and, haply, by Degrees, 
What now aſtoniſhes, may learn to pleaſe. 

But wherefore here ?—for, what avails the Place? 
My wiſh'd-for Bleſſing is thy kind Embrace; 

With thee, my Love, I 'd through the Deſart roam, 
Through parch'd Savannas, or the Foreſt s Gloom; 
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manly Virtue ſhould my Soul ſuſtain, 
To ſmile at Labour, and habituate Pain. 


Of late, a Cufppata* tries to teach 
My aukward Tongue this ſtrange invented 
Some Words I have learn'd, though ſcarcely can . 
Vet, ſtill, I'll try to ſooth my fad Diſtreſs, 
At leaſt in by Oh! much I long to know 
The Story, Cauſe, and Progreſs of our Woe. 
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ILENCE no more my lonely Spirit grieves ; 
The Cufipata's Art my Tongue relieves ; 
'The Bar 's remov'd that heighten'd my Diſtreſs, 
And Perſeverance meets the wiſh'd Succeſs ; 
I'm fo proficient in this Language grown, 
"Twill ſoon become familiar as my own : 
Even now, attentive, I can comprehend 
The Converſation of my pious Friend. 


From 


A learned Religious. 
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From him I kearn, that, in the dreadful. Hour, 
When my Soul trembled at the Thunder's Roar, 


Even then, my Fate was kind, whe leaſt I — 


And the firſt Means of my Redemption wrought; 
That France (the Kingdom where I now reſide) 

Had ſent its Force to curb the Span Pride; 
Who met, and fought, and that the Power of Spain 
Was taken, ſank, or ſcatter d o'er the Main; 


That in the Engagement, which had caus d my Fear, 1 


I chang'd my Fortune by the Chance of War; 
That I am free; but, that the Vanquiſh'd bore- 
Thee, ſtill a Priſoner to the Span Shore; 

Since when, our Chief, in Charity to me, 
Diſpatch'd a Chaqui in the Search of thee. 

How does my Soul with ExpeQation burn” 

For this ſflow-footed Meſſenger's Return! 


The very Means, my ſavage Friends employ, 
To heal my Woes, embitter all my Joy: 
By different Sports they ſtrive to entertain; 
Alas! my Heart ! they but encreaſe my Pain: 
Alone, moſt happy; there, when unconfin d, 
My Thoughts can rove, and Aza fill my Mind: 
But, yet, how ſtrange! how whimſical muſt ſeem” 
A wiſh'd Remembrance of the dreadful Theme; 
For, while my Aza riſes to my View, 
Our paſt Misfortunes find Remembrance too. 
No more of this; for this you know too well: 


Prepare your Wonder for the Things I tell. 


A coſtly Robe, as in this Country worn, 
And form'd to cover, leſs, than to adorn, 
With Gold and Silver, exquiſitely wrought, 


n a and my nn brought; 
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A ſtiften'd Subſtance round my Waiſt ſhe join'd, 
Which aukward felt, uneaſy, and confin'd ; 
Next, on my Hips a ſtrange Machine ſhe ty 'd, 
Which low deſcended in Circumference wide; 
The ſhining Veſt the pins with willing Care; 
And forms in ſporting Curls my flowing Hair; 
A flimſy Covering on my Head ſhe plac'd, 
With colour'd Strings and various Flowers grac'd: 
When, by her Help, I ſtood in Pomp array d, 
Pleas'd with her Taſk and me, the ſmiling Maid 
Brought that myſterious doubling Plain to ſhew 
A Metamorphoſis I ſcarce could know. 
The Cazique entering, as in Thought profound, 
With reverential Awe ſurvey d me round; 
He gaz d in Silence; bluſh'd ; then Rept afide; 
Diſmiſs'd my China; gaz d again, and | fgh'd; 


Then preſs d my Hand, and bluſh'd and ſigh'd again, 


With all the Tokens of afflictive Pain: 

Alarm'd at this, I gently aſk'd to know 

If I occaſion'd all that Depth of Woe ; 

But he, regardleſs of my kind Demand, 

In Tears repuls'd me with a trembling Hand: 
What could this mean? I had again requir'd 

The fatal Cauſe; but ſudden he retir'd ; 

Moſt ſure, he feels Concern for my Diſtreſs , 

And deeply pities what he Ka : 

Perhaps Reſemblance may his Sorrows move ; 

And he, like me, laments his abſent Love: 
Perhaps, my Image, in this Dreſa, revives 

The dear Remembrance, for whoſe Sake he grieves. 
It may be fo: But I with Pleaſure fee | 
His Kindneſs not the leaſt eſtrang'd to me. 


One Morn, before our ever-glorious Sire 
Nejoic d the World with his celeſtial Fire, 


% 
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When ſcarce the glimmering Twilight was retum d. 
And the grey Arch of Heaven had re- adorn d, 
My early China beckon'd me to riſe; 
I ſtraight obey'd, though Sleep fill bald my Eyes: 
The Cazique led me through the outward Door, 
Where ſtood a Form I ne'er had ſeen before : 
By two high Steps a Chamber's Height we . 
Low was the Roof, and could but few contain; 
On either Side, directly te, 
A large ſquare Void receiv'd the Air and Light + 
Through theſe I look'd with cautionary Care, 
And ſaw the Chamber balanc'd in the Air, 
Uplifted high : What Terrors did I prove, 
When this ſtrange Prodigy began to move: 
By Trees, Fields, Houſes, rapidly we paſt d, 
Which ſeem d to meet us with an equal Haſte : 
This preſent Motion to my Memory brought 
The floating Manſion, full with Thunder fraught, 
Whence firſt I view d with Fear the foaming Wave, 
And loſt all Title, but a Royal Slave. 
Theſe fad Reflections, and my ores: 
Urg'd the round Tear into my floating Eyes: 
The attentive Cazique ſaw, and, doubtleſs, gueſs'd, 
In Part, the Pangs of my diſorder d Breaſt. 
At length, he made me, from the Window's Height, 
View and obſerve the Cauſes of my Fright : 
On rolling Orbs the tottering Chamber hung ; 
Nor mov'd {pontancous, but compelI'd along 
By Hamas, patient of the painful Thong. 
Arts, more than human Genius, unconfin'd, 
Declare this Nation bleſs'd above Mankind: 


* Any Kind of ſcur- ſocted Beaſts 
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But, ſure, ſome great DefeQ inteſtine reigns, | 
Or ſoon the vanquiſh'd World dd an theis Chains, 


Four Times, the Sun had reſted i m the Main, - 
As oft, return d to chear the World again; 
By his Example, we purſued oug Way, 
And end our Journey, as he clos d the Day. 
Threugh all the vaſt Inquietudey and Pains, 
I feel for thee, even now, perhaps, in Chains, 
Still, my dear Lord, I bluſh not to confeſs, 
Some Beams of Pleaſure temper my Diſtreſs , | 
Such as, before, to Zita were unknown, - 
Immur'd within the Temple of the Sun, Ft 


_ | Given to the Mama's venerable Guard, 


From every Notion of a World debarr'd. 

How do my Eyes with Wonder, now, ſurvey 

The glorious Beauties of the rifing Day | 

How view the Sun emblazoning the Earth, 

To give the generative Herbage Birth ! 

Before his Face the duſky Vapour yields, 

And quits, repugnant, the gay teeming Fields: 

Next, o'er the Mountain's lofty Summit driven, 

The Proſpect riſes of an azure Heaven; 

Now, unconfin'd, the Eye with Wonder roves, 

Oer Hills, and Vallies, Rivers, Lawns, and Groves; 

We ſee the regular Confuſion lye 

In ſtately, wild, diſorder'd Majeſty : 

Or, in the Evening, when the Sun declines, _ 
How gay the Weſtward with his Radiance ſhines! 
How can we view that heaven-illamin'd Blaze, 
Without Aſtoniſhment, Delight, and Praiſe! 

The tinur'd Clouds, in various Colours ſhewn, 
Adorn'd in Gold, and gathering round the Sun 
Huge Mountains ſeem to our bewilder'd Sight 
Alternate vary'd into Shade, and Light. 
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Here let me hold: Tis wonderous all! and ſtands, 
Confeſs'd, the Work of Pacha Camac's Hands. 


Oh Heaven What 's this? Impoſſible My Eyes 
Muſt, ſure, deceive me; or, new Wonders riſe: 
A thouſand, lofty Spires at once appear; 
And a thick Smoak o ercaſts the tainted Air; 
A noiſome Smell invades my loathing Senſe; 
And my Breaſt feels the baneful Influence. 
But, now, I find the Spires, within my View, 
Riſe from the City we are deſtin'd to: 
Tis, ſure, moſt large; perhaps, the dread Abode, 
And favourite Temple of the reigning God. 


Could I but hope to meet my Aga there; 
To bleſs my Eyes with what they hold moſt dear; 
Would Heaven, indulgent to my juſt Requeſt, 
Accept the Prayers of Innocence diftreſs'd ; 
Or, would it, there, in thy Embraces grant 
The kind Aſylum that my Sufferings want; 
Tis that I ſeek, tis there I wiſh to lie; 
If that s refus d me; I would aſk——to die. 
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ELCOME, thrice welcome, thou returning Light, 
To calm the Terrors of the reftleſs Night ! 
From whence thoſe paſſing Fires, and wakeful Noiſe 
Of rolling Huts, thoſe fear-inſpiring Cries ? 
Do they in Paris Midnight Revels keep, 
Whoſe Rites deprive the Stranger's Soul of _ 
Arriving late, deſponding, and diſmay'd, + 


In vain my Pallet promiſes Repoſe ; 

The nightly Tumult all that Hope o'erthrows : 
Even all the live-long Night, I trembling lay, 

In tion of the coming Day; N 

Anxious I wait for what the Fates intend, 

Or when my Life, or when my Woes, ſhall end; 
No Beam of Hope breaks in, but, through the Whole, 
Darkneſs and Doubt o'erwhelm my troubled Soul : 
No News of thee, no Aza comes to bleſs 

His ZILI A's Eyes, ſtill ſwimming in Diftreſs. 

But, now, alas! I feel myſelf undone, 

For, now I weep, my Nuipos almoſt gone; 

That lov'd Amuſement, where my Soul employ'd 
A Correſpondence which my Love enjoy'd ; 
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My Hopes were flatter d by the dear Deceit; 
My Heart in plaintive Cadence ceas d to beat: 
Deluſive Fancy! the i aj flies ; 

And horrid Truth appalls my po"ug Eyes. 
My firſt Intention was, 2 d if once more 
Fate ſhould hereafter my dear Lord reſtore, 

To bleſs his Zit A on her native Shore, 
Theſe Knots might aid my Memory, to trace 
The various Cuſtoms of this ſavage Race: 
If I, at preſent, ſuch Obſtructions find, 

To regulate the Ideas of my Mind; 

How ſhall I, then, without Aſſiſtance left, 
And of my Nyipos' wonted Knots bereft ? 
'Tis true, theſe Savages employ an Art, 

To tell the Eyes the Meaning of the Heart: 
On a thin Subſtance, beautifully white, 

The tracing Feather pictures to the Sight 


The Senſe reveal d: But, can my ſimple Brain 


This wonderous Art, this Knowlege e er obtain? 
'Tis Love muſt aid me, the Attempt to make; 
'Tis Love muſt guide me, for my Aza's Sake. 
But, while the Remnant of theſe Threads afford 
A Correſpondence with my abſent Lord, 

Theſe Threads ſhall tell the Wonders that I ſee, 
And paint the Affection of my Soul for thee. 
The gentle Cazique, ſtudious to deviſe 


New various Means to dry my ſtreaming Eyes, | 


Led me, reluctant, to a ſpacious Room, 


"a 


Whoſe numerous Lights forbad the nightly Gloom ; ; 


Here Wealth, Magnificence, and Splendor vye 
With Art, and Order, to attract the Eye: 

High on the Wall, in various Colours wove, 
The enliven'd Figures ſeem almoſt to move; 
Thoſe gloſſy Plains, that human Art has taught 
To double Objects, wonderfully -- - | 
| Firta 
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In golden Frames, deceive the dazzled Sight, 

By the Reflection of the oppoſing Light; 

Large gilded Stands their marble Coverings bore; 
And vary'd Carpets form'd the enamell'd Floor, 
But, now, a Croud of Savages appear, 

Whoſe urgent Jargon ſtrikes my tortur'd Ear : 
Here black Curacas, * ſprucely dreſs'd, behold, 
And ſumptuous Anguis, + plated o'er with Gold : 
With vaſt Magnificence the Women ſhone, 

In borrow'd Charms, and Beauty not their own ; 
For, would'ſt thou think it? here, the Power of Art, 
Not Nature's Gift, muſt reach the Lover's Heart ; 
The Bruſh, and Paint, and Waſhes have ſupply'd 
The Want of Charms that Nature has deny'd; 
To the beſt Artiſts Men their Homage pay; 

And ſigh for Charms, that bloom but for a Day. 


Scarce was I enter'd, when the motley Throng 
Reſpectful view'd me, as I paſs'd along; 
Each lowly bow'd, or dropp'd the bended Knee, 
And paid me Homage, only due to thee: 
With ſtrange, ill-manner'd Scrutiny they gaze; 
And ſeem to wonder, but yet ſeem to praiſe. 


While, thus expos'd, and compaſs'd round, I ſtood, 


My Cheeks confeſs'd the ſhame-attrated Blood; 
Moſt hateful this! But, now, as if inſpir'd 
With the ſame Thought, they all at once retir'd : 
To Cards! to Cards! a female Savage cries ; 

To Cards! the aſſenting Croud with Joy replies. 


® Petty Sovereigns of Countics. 
+ Princes of the Blood-royal of Peru. = 


Now, 
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Now, round the Table's green Expanſe they etoud ; 


Now, burſt in Clamours, ſudden, wild, and loud. 
The Cazique pointed to my wondering View 


Small, ſquare, thin Leaves, array d in milk-white Hue. 


On one Side this; on the Reverſe appears 

Large deep-ſtain'd Spots, and myſtic Characters: 
Theſe are the Miniſters that Fortune gives; 
With theſe, her miſled Votaries deceives ; 

'Tis from their Aſpe& each his Fate attends ; 
On theſe, their ſhort-liv'd Happineſs depends, 
Or laſting Miſery ; and the ſhining Ore 


That decks the Board, muſt yield to Fortune's Power: 


Precarious Chance ! Now, each his Soul betrays ;. 
And various Fortunes various Paſſions raiſe: 

Here, Indignation eyes his parting Hoard, 

While calm Contentment ſweeps the ſhining Board ; 
Here, the pale Wretch, to Deſperation driven, 
Gnaſhes his Teeth, and ſeems to rail at Heaven: 
The Females, too, perform their different Parts, 
While their Eyes tell the Emotion of their Hearts; 
Now, for a Moment, bright, ſerene, and clear; 
Then, on a ſadden, clouded with Deſpair ; 

The unſucceſsful, and ſucceſsful Card, 

Alternate kiſs'd, and torn, as a Reward 

Of Fortune's Caprice. Whence this Thirſt of Gain ? 
"Twas hell-ordain'd for human Nature's Bane : 

How vaſt a Difference 'twixt thy Z1L1a's Soul, 


And theſe, whom Wealth, and Want, alone controul. 


For thee, dear Aza, ſpring my Care and Grief, 
From thee, I hope for Comfort and Relief ; 
From Pride, from Avarice, from Ambition free, 
I only aſk for Liberty, and thee, 


LETTER 


INSCRIBED TO 


Mis 5 8 6. O T 


XZ A, my Love! how long a Time is paſt, 
Since my fantaſtic Soul addreſs'd thee laſt : 

Light of my Days! e'er ſince my Qyipos fail'd, 
Two hundred bright returning Suns I have haiÞ'd : 
Now, a new pleaſing Art ſome Comfort brings, 
And ſerves in Lieu of the deſcriptive Strings ; 
Taught by theſe Savages, my tutor'd Hand 
Marks o'er the Paper, as my Thoughts command; 
The feather'd Pen, deep-dy'd, performs its Part, 
And ftrikes my Wonder, while it paints my Heart : 
But, oh! alas! what Terrors bave aſſail'd, 

What different Paſſions o'er my Soul prevail'd ! 
Now, green-ey'd Jealouſy, and pallid Fear 
Now, ſhort-liv'd Hope, ſtill haunted by Deſpair : 
But hold, my Grief, and let my Lines unfold 
Still ſtranger Things than e' er my Ruipos told. 


High o'er the Town, a ſolemn Fabric rears 
Its venerable Head, the Work of Years ; 
Like the Sun's Temple; but whoſe towering Height, 
Stupendous, baffles and fatigues the Sight ; 


(C47) 

Of vaſt Extent, which ſummon'd me awhile 

To admire” the Beauties of the outward Pile : 

But, when I enter'd that ſuperb Abode, 

The Anti-chamber of the reigning God, 

What noble Objects did I there behold! 

The lofty Roof adorn'd with pendant Gold; 
Supporting Pillars in due Order ſtand, 

Which boaſt the Exatneſs of the Sculptor's Hand, 
Here, on each Side ſix Marble Figures plac'd, 

The hollow'd Wall with awful Grandeur grac d, 
Bove human Size; in every Space between, 
Adorn'd in Gold, the Painter's Skill is ſeen ;, 
Where real Life and Spirit ſeem to-warm,, 

In different Ways, each artificial Form. 

My trembling Soul, with Expectation fir d, 
Painted the God moſt gloriouſly attir d, 

With Scenes of Bliſs, and exquiſite Delight, 

All Heaven diſclos'd inſufferably bright-:. 

But how deceiv'd! when through. the brazen Door 
I trod the inward conſecrated Floor: | 
In Front, a naked human Form I view'd, 

Fix'd to a Croſs, which o'er an Altar ſtood ; 
A Wreath of Thorns his heavenly Crown ſupply d, 
While the Blood trickled down his wounded Side ; 
No glorious Rays bedeck'd his drooping Head; 

No Signs, but what exceſſive Pain betray d; 
Though pale in Death, the writhing Limbs confeſs. 
The late felt Pangs of infinite Diſtreſs: 

Strange! that theſe Savages ſhould hope Relief 
From one in Death, unconſcious of their Grief :. 
Perhaps ſome Myſtery to this belongs; 

And my dark Soul their brighter Knowlege wrongs, 
Perhaps his Life was for his Children given, 
To atone their Crimes, and aſcertain their Heaven:. 
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What could it mean? even I myſelf, in- Thought, 
Fear'd, lov'd, and wonder'd, at I knew not what. 
But, now, a Figure, matron-like, appears, 
Whoſe tender Arm a ſmiling Infant bears; 
Weeping, ſhe ſtands within a glittering Shrine, 
Where precious Stones, and Gold, alternate ſhine: 
To her, theſe Savages moſt frequent pray; 

To her, their Vows, their Adoration pay; 

But, how abſurd! how careleſsly expreſs'd! 

The Deity alone appears diſtreſs'd. 

Here, a young Virgin, kneeling midſt her Prayers, 
Her 42a's Oaths with Approbation hears : 
Meanwhile, the Youth with double Ardour burns, 
And plays the Lover, and the Saint by Turns. 

See! where, inſtall'd, the bloated Tuca fleeps, 

Oh! impious Mortal! while the Godhead weeps. 
The Thought of Worſhip, doubtleſs, firſt was given, 
To bleſs Mankind, the Boon of gracious Heaven: 
But, ſure, theſe Wretches have this Gift miſus' d; 
Or, by degenerate Prieſts have been abus'd ; 

Or, ſome dark Angel, ſtudious to betray, 

Has led their Souls, maliciouſly, aſtray. 

Not ſo, thy Yacas watch the ſacred Fire; 

Not fo, thy Virgins hail their riſing Sire; 

Not ſo, thy Youths pollute the Temple Floor, 

Or dare to trifle with Almighty Power : 

Alas! my Aza, may ſome pitying God 

Reclaim their Steps from this miſtaken Road ! 


Another Circumſtance demands my Pen, 
The chief Amuſement of theſe wayward Men : 
As, heretofore, I have ſeen on Cuſco's Stage, 
They paint the Portraits of a former Age; 
They to our Memory were alone reviv'd, 

Who fell with Glory, or in Virtue liv'd; 


Worthy 
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Worthy Examples to inſtruct Mankind, 
To mend the Heart, and humanize the Mind : 
Not ſo inſtructive do theſe Scenes appear; 
Villains, and Fools, are repreſented here; 
The impetuous Actor whirls his Arms around, 
And tears his Hair, or, falling, bites the Ground, 
Till his devoted Side receives the Knife, 
And mad Self-Murder ends an impious Life. | 
Such Crimes as theſe, that ſhock the Sight of Heaven, 
From our Remembrance rather ſhould be driven: 
For, from the Stage, Examples may prevail 
Oer tender Minds, where wiſeſt Precepts fail. 
What Entertainment for a human Mind! 
To view the Woes attending human Kind; 
To ſee the Madman, in his abject State, 
Pleas'd with his Frenzy, ridicule his Fate; 
To hear the Wretched make their fruitleſs Moan ; 
And, unappall'd, withſtand the dying Groan : 
Tis ſtrange, yet certain, horrid Sights like theſe, 
Among this Nation find the Means to pleaſe. 
Can female Appetites ſuch Food digeſt ? 
Can Pity find no Harbour in their Breaſt? 
From tyrant Cuſtom, they affect to hear 
Theſe tragic Scenes, unconſcious of a Tear: 
Fierce ſanguine Paſſions manly Souls diſgrace, 
And ſubſtitute the brutal in their Place. 


Can Z1L1a hope for Pity, in an Age, 
Where her Misfortunes may adorn the Stage, 
Where Cuſco's Fate, in Time, may entertain, 
With Virgins, Yncas, reverend Mamas ſlain, 
And the Sun's Temple be prophan'd again: 
Oh! could they add, how providential Fate 
Reliev'd the Sufferers from their ſlaviſh State; 
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How grateful Subjects hail'd their bounteous Lord, 
For Peace, Religion, Liberty reſtor'd ; 

How royal Aza, from his Bondage free, 
Releas'd his ZILI A from Captivity ; 

How, by their Virtues, the Peruvian Throne, 
In them reſtor d, with double Luſtre ſhone : 
Oh! flattering Hopes]! how ſoon do ye ſubſide ! 
How fade the Proſpects of ſuch airy Pride 
Perhaps, my Fate has no ſuch Joys in Store ; 
Perhaps my Az A doats on me no more; 

But, why ſhould I anticipate my Care 

II kneel to Heaven in moſt pathetic Prayer; 
Till liſtening Angels ſhall obſerve my Grief, 
And bring thee, anxious, to my quick Relief. 


Laſt Night, I dream'd,—oh! horrid, horrid Night! 
My waking Soul ſtill trembles with the Fright— 
While in the Temple's Floor methought I ſtood, 
(Still flow'd the Streams of viſionary Blood) 

All on a ſudden, Peals of Thunder broke, 

And the vaſt Dome from its Foundations ſhook, 
When, thus, the God, in doleful Accents ſpoke : 
Ti paſt, tis done; forbear, fond Maid, in vain, 
To hope for Bleſſings thou can't ne'er obtain: 
The Lot is caſt; nor can my Power divide 
The ſacred Knot, that Heaven itſelf has ty'd, 
Can ſenſeleſs Idols, form'd by mortal Hand, 
In Competition with the Godhead ſtand ? 

This ſaid, he fell ſpontaneous on the Floor; 

The golden Lamps diſplay'd their Fire no more; 
When, lo, methought, upon the Altar's Height, 
A bloody Croſs beam'd forth celeſtial Light: 
Alas! I fear, this Prodigy may prove 

Obnoxious to our Faith, or to my Love; 

Ferhaps the Criſis of my Fate is nigh ; 

Ah! love me, Aza! love me, or I die! 


LETTER 
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H! wretched Maid! thoſe heart-felt Sighs forbear ! 
Why trickles thus the unavailing Tear ? 

Too well, I know, theſe Sighs muſt riſe in vain; . 
Too true, theſe Tears unpity'd muſt complain: 
Oh! could my Soul, endu'd with proper Pride, 
Its Love, its Grief, its Indignation hide! 
But burſt it will; my Patience can no more: 
But, to what Friend ? whoſe Aid can I implore? 
My Brain 's diſturb'd ; alas! alas! I rave; 
What can I do? a poor forſaken Slave! 
Like Birds, that ſpend their little idle Rage, 
And, fruitleſs, mourn, indignant of their Cage, 
From Thought to Thought, my fluttering Spirits rove, 
Betray'd to Bondage, and, ah! loſt to Love. 
Why did the haſty Meſſenger return 
With ſuch Diſpatch, for hapleſs me to mourn ? 
Curs'd be the Wretch that brought the Tidings here, 
Whofe blaſting Tale, like Thunder, ſought my Ear; | 
Curs'd be the Day, when I was doom'd to ſee 
My Huſband's Heart, eſtrang d from widow'd me; 
Curs'd be that Face, whoſe more perſuaſive Charms 
Have lur'd the faithleſs Aa to her Arms. 


Can'ſt thou preſume, waa to begin 
Thy new Belief with ſucha flagrant Sin? 
Can'ſt thou, with all thy Crimes upon thy Head, 
Approach the new- ſought Shrine without a Dread? 
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Can Chriſtian Gods of perjur'd Vows approve ? 
Can Vows, once perjur'd,. charm a Maid to love? 
The ſpecious Sophiſtry of Prieſts has drawn 

Thy wavering Heart from me, and from the Sun : 
Their barren Promiſes fuch Hopes have given 

Of preſent Freedom, and a future Heaven 

If to their Notions, willing, you ſubſcribe, 

Thy Soul is dazaled with the mighty Bribe. 

Firſt, by theſe Methods, you abjure your Throne ; 
Can'ſt thou be free, when Royalty is gone? 
Peruvia's Realms, where thou wert once ador'd, 
Muſt yield Obedience to a foreign Lord: 


Go, boaſt your Freedom, fooliſh Man! but, till, 


You breathe dependant on your Tyrant's Will. 
Can'ſt thou, unconſcious of a Bluſh, behold 
The Spaniard ſhine in thy once- ſubject Gold? 
Or, from his Hands, contentedly, receive 

The ſcanty Portion, which he deigns to give ? 
Then, for thoſe Scenes that crafty Prieſts deviſc,. 
The leaſt Reflection ſhames the thin Diſguiſe: 
Not thy Hereaſter, but their own Applauſe 

For thy Converſion, is the real Cauſe; 

In thee, reform'd, their Excellence is ſhewn , 
They grant thee Merit, to enhance their own. 
Has gracious Providence its Power conſign'd 

To theſe pale Wretches, over Human-kind ? 
Who can believe, that Men, of mortal Mould, 
Can grant, refuſe, or barter Heaven for Gold ? 
Theſe will abſolve you from your ſacred Vow, 
That once you ſwore, but, oh! abjur'd it now; 
They ll call it Virtue,  Piety, to break 

A Pagan Vow for their Religion's Sake : 

Nor will ſuffice this Circumſtance alone; 

A Chriſtian Wife confirms. you all their own. 
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The warring Paſſions in my Breaſt confound 
My weaken'd Reaſon, and my Brain turns round. 
Hold, let me think, is 't not exceeding | 
To ſee how prone we Mortals are to change ? 

A Chriſtian, too; but let me not upbraid 
The brighter Beauties of that happier Maid ; 
She from Perdition can relieve your Soul: - 
Yet, who'll deny but Perjury is foul? 


Forgive me, Sir, the mighty ConfliQ 's paſt ; 
And Rage ſubſides within my plaintive Breaſt. 
Art thou inconſtant? Are we doom'd to part? 
Am I an outcaſt Alien from your Heart ? 
Am l, for ever, oh! heart- breaking Word! 
For ever torn from my remorſeleſs Lord? 
Does not one Spark of Charity remain? 
Shall I ne'er ſee that much-lov'd Face again? 
Oh ! could'ſt thou gueſs what agonizing Smart 
Even now torments my love-afflicted Heart, 
Thy generous Soul would ſympathize with mine, 
And all my Horrors be adopted thine. 
How we have lov'd, the almighty Powers can prove, 
Who once beheld us bleſs d with mutual Love. 
Doſt thou remember on the ſacred Floor, 
When on your Knees eternal Love you ſwore? 
My tender Heart an equal Ardour knew, 
Receiv'd your Vows, and, ah! believ d them true: 
Did I not burn, with a ſincerer Flame, 
Than e' er can warm your favourite Spani/ Dame ? 
Even now, my Mind, contemplating your Charms, 
Doats on the Man, who fills another's Arms. 
Of this no more: And, as my fatal Lot 
Is caſt to mourn, neglected and forgot, 

| I only 
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I only aſk the Tribute. of a Tear, 

When Death ſhall free me from my ſad Deſpair : 

When a deſponding Wretch you chance to ſee, 
Rous'd by that Scene, beſtow a Thought on me, 


May'ſt thou, moſt happy, with my Rival live 
In all the Bliſs propitious Heaven can give; 
May both with Pleaſure tread this mortal Stage, 
And drop together in a calm old Age 
May bleſſed Anzels waft your Souls to Bliſs, 

In ſome new World, on your Releaſe from this; 
Be all your Errors in the Grave forgiven ; 
And all your Virtues riſe with you to Heaven. 


Now hold, my Heart Adieu! thou dear-lov'd Lord! 


How my Hand trembles at that fatal Word! 
Conceive the poignant Horror that I feel; 
I faint! —1 die!——Eternally farewell! 


T:; 3.8 


ABSENT LOVER's REQUEST. 


HOUGH with my Rival you in PæxsOox be, 


Yet, let thy Tunovours be all employ'd on ME: 


Let ws, alone, be all thy Soul's Delight; 


Thy With, by Day; and all thy Dreams by Night: 


Let all thy Thoughts, thy Hopes, thy Longings, move 
With conſtant Tendence to the Youth you love; 
And, let Tay very Sou be only MINE, 

As all uy HearT and Mix p is only THIN x. 
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ORIGIN ANDP IMPROVEMENT 


KISSES. 


A genuine R E CIP E. 


OF 


ENUS, one Day, in ſportive Mood, | F es EET 


A Compound made for K1ss us ; 
And thus the charming Work purſu d, 
To crown all human Bliſſes. 


Soft nectarous Showers, well prepar'd, 
Her Graces firſt produce ; 

Theſe, deeply ting'd, ſhe more endear'd 
With rich ambroſial Juice. 


Sly Cupid, next, the Poets ſing, - 
Bean- bloſſom Honey brought, 

Which, at the Price of many a Sting, 
The Urchin dearly bought. 


The Violet, and the Summer Roſe, 
Their grateful Odours lend; 
The Zephyrs, too, their Aids diſcloſe, 

And all their Fragrance blend. 


A countleſs Treaſure, then, ſhe takes 
Of Dimples, Smiles, and Loves ; 
Which, adding, her fam'd Girdle makes, 
Or, where it finds, improves. 
*Ggg4 
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With this, her Rectesz complete, 
How bleſs'd who haply ſips! 
Venus, enhancing every Sweet, 


- 


Imbu'd Ain a's Lips. 


ö | Both Cytherea, and her Son, 

3 | Now pleaſed, reſign their Parts ; 

Ami a fits on Beauty's Throne, 
And Kiss Es are her Darts. 


—_— 


. 
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Shun, ſhun, fond Youth, the fatal Snare, 
| Nor tempt the latent Smart ; 
- | For buxome, bithe, and debonair, 
She'll pierce you to the Heart. 


8 O do... N E . 


To Miss P L U M M E R 


LUMMER, whoſe growing Beauties every Hour, 
Tranſcend the Promiſe of thy earlier Days, 

Mark, with attentive Eye, yon opening Flower, 

Nor flight the ſimple Leſſon it conveys: 
Bright to the Sun it ſpreads its vivid Hues, 

And wide around its living Fragrance throws : 
Scarce thy own Lips a ſweeter Breath effuſe, 

Scarce thy own Cheek with purer Crimſon glows. 


Anon, ſad Emblem! mark this Child of May, 
The rude Eaſt nips it, or the Worms deyour ; 
Borne by the Blaſt, or ſcatter'd by the Shower, 
Its Odours languiſh, and its Tints decay : 
Hence learn, dear Maid] that Beauty 's but a Flower; 
The gay, brief Triumph of the paſſing Hour. 


COLESHILL: 


INSCRIBED To: 
„ 
4 . - Eſq; 


HEN, lonely, on far diſtant Climates caſt, 

The weary Pilgrim, reſting from his Toil, 
Chearleſs and pale, a World of Peril paſt, 

Sees ſome known Relick from his native Soil ; 


Fix d, bleſs'd Event! in penſtve Joy he ſtands, - 
His Cares, awhile to foft Oblivion given ; 
He drops the Croſier from his trembling Hands: 
He ſteals one Sigh from his loy'd Saint, and Heaven: 


But, ſhould, perchance, the ſweet Memorial bear 
Some Stamp of Worth peculiarly impreſs'd, 
Should Friendſhip mark ſome kindred Traces there, 


Then, then, what Ardors heave his panting Breaſt ! 
* Hhh So» 


* Written at the Swan in COLESHILL, on the Way to London, on ſeeing ſome Palſages.ig... 
a News-Paper, extracted from a Pvetical Epiſtle, lately publiſhed by the Gentleman to whom 
t is addrefſ-d, whoſe Aſſiſtance and Friendſhip the Author ſhall ever conſider amongſt the 


«appicſt Incidents of his Life. . 
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So, even now, my penſive Boſom glows, 
As or thy ſterling Lines I caſt my Eye; 
735 My Pains, ſuſpended, fink into Repoſe, “ 
| And lo] once more, my ſlender Reed I try. 


Though ſmall my Skill to touch the various Lyre, 
The Nine to me though Niggards of their Aid, 
My humble Ivy dare to Fame aſpire, 
Beneath thy ſacred Laurel's friendly Shade . 


Well know'ſt thou Col xs HILL, Seat of calm Delight, 

A ſwelling Mount, with bowery Dwellings crown'd, 
How fair in Proſpect breaks it on the Sight! 

How rich the Eden of the Country round! 


The Muſe, ſtill grateful, loves the ſylvan Scene; 1 
Nor is the Genius of the People rude; 
Humanity, and Courage grace the Men; 


The Nymphs all beauteous, ſenſible, and good. 


Bleak was the Night, and fore my Mind oppreſs d, 
When hither, firſt, I ſadly bent my Way, 

My frozen Blood ſcarce crept in my torn Breaſt ; 
And all one trackleſs Waſte drear Nature lay. 


„ The Writer was, at this Time, in a very ill State of Health. 


+ Alluding to ſeveral beautiful Pieces of that Gentleman's, which enrich this Publication. 


t The Author owes this Tribute of Acknewlegement, for the benevolent Aſſiſtance he 
received from ſome of the Inhabitants of Celeſbill, when, in the Month of December, a few 
Years ago, he was in imminent Danger of being drowned near that Place; a humane Wag- 
gener providentially came to his Relief, and faved him; as above deſcribed. 


— 
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Fierce beats the Tempeſt on my houſeleſs Head ; 

| Dire pealing Thunders round my Temples roll ; 
Wide o'er the Vale the foaming Torrents ſpread ; 
And inſtant Fate horrific chills my Soul. 


Bleſs'd be the Hand, which then, with timely Power, 
Humanely ſtrong, and generouſly brave, 
Approach'd the Traveller in his needy Hour, 
And ſnatch'd the Poet from a watery Grave! 


Bleſs d too the ancient hoſpitable Pair 
Thrice bleſs'd their Manſion, humble though it be! 
Whoſe honeſt Tongues bade cordial Welcome there; 
She Baucis kind, and good Philemon he. 


In vain was preſs'd ſome Earneſt of Regard, 
The Meed of Virtue ne'er let Man forget ; 
They conſcious Duty held ſupreme Reward. — 
Bluſh, bluſh, ye Vultures of the ſinking State ! 


Can Strangers thus be to a Stranger kind, 

And every melting ſoft Senſation know ? 
And can the lovelieſt of her Sex be blind, 

And not one Touch of generous Pity ſhew ? 


But ſuch is oft the lovelorn Wanderer's Lot; 


Such oft, ſweet Bard, the Muſe declares was thine; 
Oft ſmall Offences Years of Service blot ; 


And ſuch, O Pain to think it! fuch was mine. 


I ſaw a Maid of every Charm poſleſs'd; 
I thought her Soul, preſuming Youth! my own: 
Therania ſmil d, then I indeed was bleſs'd ; 
Therania chang'd, mn 
H 2 
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Could Poets paint the hapleſs Lover's Smart, 
But Half his Anguiſh could the Reader ſee, 
The vital Drops that viſit my ſad Heart, 
| Would ſhew leſs dear than ner ſweet Smiles to me. 


Her Soul was mine——fhe knew not to deceive—— 
And if ſhe chang'd, mine was the Crime alone—— 
Muſt I my fatal Error ever grieve? 
And muſt my Life, can Nothing leſs atone? 


Ignoble Breaſts, with vulgar Notions fraught, 
To fell Reſentment may their Souls reſign 
Great Minds ſhould know, by purer Maxims taught, 
« To err, is human; to forgive, divine.” 


I had a Friend too, next Therania, dear ; 
So much beloy'd, who could ungrateful be? 
But, Bliſs, we are told, comes always inſincere, 
In Love, in Friendſhip, ſo it proves to me. 


Of Love, of Friend, of Health, of all bereft! 
Bereft of all! O, 'tis too much to bear! 

No Gleam of Hope ! no Ray of Comfort left ! 
Death, Death alone can med'cine my Deſpair. 


The Conflicts paſt no longer I complain, 
No longer I my wayward Fate deplore; 
Let but a few ſhort Moments intervene——— 


The dull, inſipid Dream of Life is o'er. 


THE 


A 


( 4ar ) 


F A R E W E L L: 


P A8 TGW RL, RESI 


0 
I 


In Imitation of S HENS TON E. 


MALLOW, dear Marrow, adieu 
How oft have I walk'd by thy Spring, 
While the Trees were yet dropping with Dew, 
Ere the Lark his ſhrill Matin did fing! 
How often at Noon have I ſtray d, 
By the Streamlet that winds through thy Vale! 
How oft, at ſtill Eve, on thy Mead, 
The ſoft Breeze have I joy d to inhale! 
Oer thy green Hills high-boſom'd in Wood, 
Oer thy ſweetly diverſified Ground, 
How oft, as my Walk I purſued, 
Have I gaz'd in wild Tranſport around! 
Invoking the Powers that preſide ; 
Oer the Stream, o'er the Grove, or the Hill, 
With their Preſence my Fancy to guide, 
With their Fire my rapt Boſom to fill. 
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On a Rock hanging over the Flood 

Through the wild Glen meandering flow, 
Half-frighted, how oft have I ſtood 

To pore on the Mirror below ! 
To ſee in the Breaſt of the Wave 

The Glen, and the Rock, and the Sky, 
How bright the Reflection it gave 

How pleas d. —how delighted was I! 


At the Foot of an Elm, or a Lime, 
How oft have I ſtretch'd me along, 
Enchanted with Collins s Rhyme, 
Or Akenfide's Rapture of Song! 
How oft too, as Accident led 
Through the Church-yard Path's fear-ſtirring Ground, 
Buſy Fancy has call'd up the Dead 
To glide in dread Viſion around! 


Theſe ſweet Walks, this ſoft Quiet, and all 

Thoſe blameleſs, thoſe rational Joys, 
Muſt I quit for the Buzz of the Hall, 

For Diſſonance, Wrangling, and N., 
For the City's dull uniform Scene, 

Where Jobbing, and Party, and Strife, 
Diſſipation, and Languor, and Pain, 

Fill up the whole Circle of Life. 


The Language, which flows from the Heart,” 
In Suſan, in Mary, and Beſs, 
How exchang'd for the Poliſh of Art, 
Smooth Nonſenſe, and empty Addreſs! 
The Painting, which Nature beſtows 
On the Villag:-maid's innocent Cheek, 
Mid the Birth-night's fantaſtical Rows 
How loſt were the Labour to ſeek ! 
Yet 
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Yet oft ſhall fond Memory anew 
Preſent each loy'd Scene to my Eye, 
And with painful Enjoyment review 
The Delights—-that too haſtily fly: 
Through all the ſweet Landſcape around, 
. Not a Stream; not'a Rock, or a Tree, 
Not a Field-flower, nor Shrub, ſhall be found 
Unmark'd, or unhonour'd by me. 


And ye, my Companions fo dear 

What Words my deep Anguiſh-can tell t—— 
Receive for a Witneſs this Tear 

How it pains me to bid you FarReWELL!' 
Ye, too——for I read in your Eyes 

The Emotions, that ſwell at your Heart 
Ye have not yet learned to diſguiſe 
Ve are ſorry to ſee me depart.” 


Sweet Seat of Contentment and Eaſe, 

Where Reſt her ſtill Sabbath may keep; 
Where all may live juſt as they pleaſe, 

Eat, drink, read, laugh, ſaunter, or ſleep: 
The next Spring may new-brighten thy Scene, 

And thy Leaves, and thy Bloſſoms reſtore——- 
But—bring the lov'd Circle again, 

Or the Landſcape will charm me no more. 


Sweet Commerce of uniſon Minds 3 
A Treaſure how rarely poſleſt ! 
How ſeldom through, Life the Heart finds. 

This Joy, that gives Worth to the Reſt 
But——hark!——'tis the Chaiſe at the Door 
My Mare is already in View—— 

Alas —— l have Time for ng more 
O MaLLow, dear MarLow, abinu! 
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1e „644 
| On uravine ſome of his PO E MS. 
It Br a YOUNG LA'D Y. 
0 | | 


FLOW of Stile, by native Genius taught, | 
- Unſtudy'd Eaſe, improving every Thought, ; 
(i Sweetneſs, and Grace, and Energy divine, 
\| And brilliant Fancy, tune each charming Line! 
io Apollo's Favourite! deſtin'd from thy Birth 
' His rightful Heir, his Subſtitute on Earth; 
| || | | Belov'd of all the bright Parnaſtan Choir, 


| Thine all their Skill, thine their celeſtial Fire; 
| Thine cach engaging, each effectual Art, 


1 To inform the Judgement, and corre the Heart 
| Whether you paint the cool embowering Shade, 
The black-brow'd Mountain, or the ſteep Caſcade, 
The murmuring Stream, that. in Meanders glides, 
The whirling Tempeſt, or rough ſurging Tides ; 
Whether, with Taſte peculiar and refin'd, 
You give the Portrait of the heaven-born Mind ; 
Or, bleſs'd with Nature's choiceſt Pencil, trace 
Your kind Ideas of exterior Grace, 
The Cauſe of Virtue ftill is your Concern: 
We hear with Profit, and with Pleaſure learn ; 
Learn what to ſhun, and wiſely what purſue; 
Even Blame, enforc'd, comes reconcil'd from you; 
Fond to imbibe what friendly you inſpire, 
We praiſe, we love we honour, we admire. 


VERSES 


v E 1 E 8 


On ſeeing a MaRRIED LADr in a Window. 


Inſcribed to the Honourable Mas. K NO X. 


HILST on forbidden Fruit I gaze, 
And look my Heart away; 

Behold my Star of Venus blaze, 

And riſe upon the Day 
Fair as the purple bluſhing Hours, 

That paint the Morning's Eye; 
Her Cheek like Evening after ſhowers,, 

That fluſh the weſtern Sky. 


I ſend a ſigh at every Glance, 
And drop a ſofter Tear: 

Hard Fate, no farther to advance, 
And yet to be ſo near. 

So Moſes, from fair Piſgah's Height, 
The Land of Canaan ey d, 

Survey d the Region of Delight, 
He ſaw, bow d down, and dy d. 


Tii LOMNANA. 
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HAT is Beauty Tis a Flower, 
Blown and blaſted in an Hour : 
'Tis a Meteor paſſing bright, 

Soon, alas! to ſet in Night: 
Mixing with ſurrounding Shades, 

Lovely Viſion, how it fades 

When, burſting from a golden Cloud, 4 
Thus a Voice as Thunder loud 

Falſe to what Earth and Heaven adore, 
Beauty, raſh Youth, is ſomething more; 
Faireſt Daughter of the Skies, 

She rules the Great, the Brave, the Wiſe: 
Lo! where, once ſtain'd with native Blood 
Old Shannon rolls his monarch Flood, 


In Nature's richeſt colouring dreſt, 


She ſhines, a Deity conſeſt, | 
Bright as ſhe ſprung from Ocean's Breaſt! 
Mark, where her careleſs Steps ſhe bends, 
The light-wing'd Train of Foy attends, A 


* Potms from Limerick; ſucceſſively marked with the Roman Numerals I. II, &c. 


5 4 | 8 
The Loves their ready Homage pay, 

The Smiles and Graces round her play? 

Go—behold the radiant Form, 
Lovely, animated, warm 


Pleas'd ſhe conceals her heavenly Birth, 
And BLooMPrIELD is her Name on Earth. 


II. A D Iͤ % 080 00-20 


A. Y cager Eyes have ſought in vain, 

Around to find the lovely Pair 

Good Night, my Friend, I'll Home again 
The Sfer-Graces *® are not there. + 


B. Vet, hold—to Ga ap 4 turn your Eyes, 
The Cauſe no longer you ll enquire ; _— 
When the bright Sun illumes the Skies, 
The Stars withdraw their waning Fire, 


I Tua VINDICAT ION. 


LE Poetry, ill-natur'd Maid, 
Two lovely Sts ERG * would degrade: 
Philoſophy, from Fields of Air 
Deſcends, to vindicate the Fair; | | 
lii 2 She 
* The Mie BLoomyitLDs, + At the Aſſembly Room, Limerick, f Miſs Gravy. 
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She can diſtinguiſh from afar, 
And ſees a Sun in every Star, 
Suns more reſplendent and more gay, 
Than that, which gladdens Earth with Day; 
Diffuſing o'er the Heavens a Light, 
Which Diſtance leſſens to the Sight; 
But ſome, Opinion leads aſtray, 
Their weaker Opticks they betray 3 
Who know not juſtly how to 
Beauty beyond their View that lies; 
They wake, ſoon as the Sun is near, 


And Sleep, when brighter Suns appear. 


Ty, Tan K & t 


AIR Sun! — bright Stars — and ri val Queens of Love 

Angels on Earth, and Goddeſſes above 
Who deign at Times to quit your native Skies, 
And viſit Mortals in this ſweet Diſguiſe! 
How lovely each ! but who'll remove the Doubt ; 
Or dare the Faireſt ſingly to point out ? | 
Beware raſh Poet! how thou giv'ſt the Prize, 
And let the Fate of Paris make thee wiſe : 
A ten Years Siege, a thouſand Heroes ſlain, 
Troy razed, and Venus ſhedding Tears in vain. 
But, Gods! where is ſhe? - — 


THE 
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Nunc Deus interfit ! Nunc dignus vindice nodus ! 


With Fove's imperial Conſort trove, 
Each proudly claiming as her Due, 
The golden Fruit which Diſcord threw ; 
They ſought, deſcending from the Skies, 
A Mortal to adjudge the Prize. ; 


Three, * fairer far, in modern Days, 
Demand our Wonder, and our Praiſe 


But which of the angelick Forms, 
With keeneſt Fire the Boſom warms ; 
Which firſt to place, where all excell, 
Would aſk a Dz1Ty to tell. 
VI Tas W I 
HO the Aſſertion be odd, 
'Tis a Taſk which a God 
Could only diſcharge on Condition, 
That each Fair ſhould fubmit 
(As of old they thought fit) 
To a perfect and full Exhibition. 


* Miſs Gxavy, and the two BLOOMFIZLD2. 
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But, jeſting apart, 
Let each from his Heart 
Thank the Powers which lach Beauty have ſhew'd us: 
- And, whom either ſhall bleſs, 
Shall, enraptur'd, confeſs, 
Dignus, en ! Deo vindice nodus. 


Theſe Knots, O that I 

Yet, in Life, what Diſaſters await us! 
Perhaps, enfre nous, 
In a Fortnight, or two, 

Each Nodus might prove an Hiatus. 


VII. A xzousxn C AN DID AT E. 


HANKS to our Stars, our Poets, grown more wiſe, 
Seem not ſo forward to adjudge the Prize ;—— 
And, Grady now, and Bloomfield in our Days, 
Shine out with equal, tho' with rival Praiſe. 


But till the Muſe ſeems faithful to her Taſk : 
The Shannon murmurs, and his Naiads aſk, 
Are then our native Bards fo partial grown, 
To abandon us, for Beauties not their own?” 
Where parent Shannon rolls his kingly Tide. 
_ Bathing fam'd Lomxa's * Walls on either Side, 
The Graces fled, Love's Empire fall'n, no more, 
A native Beauty treads this barren Shore? 


; ELIzA 
* LiMERICK. 
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Ert1za ſpoke: Grief ſtill enhanc'd her Charms, 
When the fond Shannon preſs'd her to his Arms; 
And, wiping from her Cheek the Tear, 
My Child, he ſays, my darling Nymph, eber; 
High as the Shannon lifts his ſovereign Head, 

Far as his Name, and ſounding Billows ff 
Wide as the Ocean bathes the Hibernian 
ELIz A fair is Shannon's reigning Toaſt. 


VII. Taz C H A 


To Mas. =" * 


E AR Object of my tendereſt Care, 
Where all my Hopes and Wiſhes meet, 
For whom my Heart ſhall burn ſincere, 
Till its true Pulſe forget to beat; 


By Nature bleſs'd with every Grace | 
Of Power, the enamour d Soul to chain; 
You taſk your Servant's Skill to trace 
The Means your Fer: 


Oer all Reſerve your Wien 

Then, what Truth ſpeaks, attentive hear, 
Tho' far unlike the ſoothing Tales, 

Which Flattery pours in Beauty's Ear. 


It is not Beauty's brighteſt Blaze 

Can long ſupport the n. 
Too ſoon the meteor Fire decays, 

And Folly mourns her vaniſh'd Dream. 


R 


M. 
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Nor lively Satire's pointed Dart, 
Can e er attain the wiſh'd-for End; 
Too deep her Poiſon wounds the Heart, 
To hold the Loyer, or the Friend. 


Nor light Coquetry's practis d Airs, 

That, flying, ſeeks to be purſued ; 
Nor ſtarch Reſerve's affected Fears, 
That maſk the Wiſhes of the Prude, 


\ Nor Learning's oſtentatious Pride 
3 Nor folemn Wiſdom's clouded Brow ; 
| Nor Birth, nor Wea/th's unfailing Tide, 
Can bind ſecure the Lover's Vow. 


« Where lies the Magic, then, (you cry) 
Dear Celadon, inſtruct me where? 

Your own unconſcious Boſom try —— 
The ſecret Cyarm is written there. 


The Chearfulneſs, whoſe ſteady Ray 
On every Object throws a Grace; 
The Temper like a Summer Sea, 
When not a Zephyr curls its Face; 


The modeſt, unaſſuming Senſe ; | 
The gentle Manners ; native Eaſe, 
The Vit, that never gives Offence ; 
The unaffected Wisn To PLEASE. 


'Theſe, theſe ſhall keep alive Deſire, 
Even in the Winter of Fourſcore, 

When Gz avdr's Eyes ſhall loſe their Fire, 
And Tor mir's“ Beauty charm no more. 


Mrs. Turn. 
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Hence learn the Chan, ye Fair and Gay, 
That moſt imports or Maid or Wife: 


The reſt may triumph for a Day, 


Tus Wisg To PLEASE, will pleaſe for Life 


HAT Man is made by Nature free, 


The Tyrant grants, and Slaves agree ; 


Yet few aſſert the mighty Claim, 

Man, born in Glory, lives in Shame; 
For moſt, like Iſaac's haſty Boy, | 
Exchange their Bleſſing for a Toy, 

To fancy'd Wants their Birth-right give, 
And living, loſe the Cauſe to live, 


The Light of Reaſon ſcarce we claim, 
When Cum clouds the infant Beam: 
Man's Tutor is the general Voice, 
And leaves no Room to Reaſon's Choice; 
For each Opinion we embrace, 
Is Accident of Time and Place. 


Next Paſſion rules with ſcepter'd Sway, 
And each, by turns, commands its Day ; 
Like Phaeton, they drive the Team, 
nn 

k 
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Hope's gay Elyſium here diſplays 
Viſions of Joy, and Shades of Eaſe ; 
There Grief caſts down her tear-worn Eyes, 
Strikes her ſad Breaſt, and ſwells with Sighs ; 
Here Fame with generous Ardour fills, 
There Pleaſure, as ſhe kiſſes, kills: 
Here burns Revenge, there Anger glows, 
Here Pity weeps for others Woes, 
And Love, that wins o'er every Breaſt, 
Appears in Liveries of the Reſt. 
Thus his own Tyrant Man firſt reigns, 
And fits himſelf for foreign Chains. 


Is there a Clime, where ſocial Life 
Feels not the Wounds of public Strife? 
The firſt Attack by Sap 's begun, 
A Breach once made, our Rights are won; 
The Men awake, they ope their Eyes, 
And know the Angel, as ſhe flies ; 
For Freedom, as for Friends, we moan ; 
Till loſt, their Worth is rarely known. 


Order and Peace, harmonious Train, 
Attends Subordination's Chain, ' 
Quiet and Strength we trace from this, 

And form the Scale of Common Bliſs ; 

Yet Links, which Place and Honours crown, 
Cruſh their inferior Brethren down 

For Power, like ſome unfriendly Shade, 
Kills the weak Plant, that courts its Aid. 


' Amidit theſe Ils, weak groveling Man 
Boaſts himſelf Lord of Nature's Plan, 
He boaſts of Reaſon's. heavenly Light, 
He boaſts——and gives up Reaſon's Right. 
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The Spendthrift vaunts in idle Prate 
The Rent-roll of his loſt Eftato, 
With abject Pride in Bondage ſwells, 
And plays his Chains, as Beafts their Bells, 


But theſe are Morals long ſince ſtale, 
And ſerve——to introduce a Tale. 


A Gorprixcn, taken in the Snare, 
Relenting Fate made Chloe's Care ; 
His ftreaky Plumes, his native Lays, 
Engag'd her Love, and Love her Praiſe. 
Around him Blooms of various Hues 
Laviſh'd the Fragrance of their Dues ; 
The chryſtal Stream's tranſparent Face 
Received new Brightneſs from his Vaſe; 
What Pomp could give, his Chloe gave; 
Thus oft a Palace holds a Slave. 


But now the ſickly Summer burns, 
The River-Gods forſake their Urns; 
The languid Flowerets loſe their Paint; 
And Parent Nature ſeems to faint. 
Then Chloe ſoughFthe panting Breeze, 
Where mix the Boughs of crowding Trees, 
Where the fork'd Beam in vain aſſails, 
And Freſhneſs breathes in lively Gales; 
Hither the Nymph her Charge convey d, 
To taſte the cool refreſhing Shade; 
Extatic Pleaſure ſwells his Veins,” 
He pours to Heaven his loudeſt Strains, 
While ſportive Echoes wake around, 
And undulate a kindred Sound. 
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On ſome near Branch a LixxsT ſtood, 
A Warbler of the neighbouring Wood, 
Who ne'er debas d his woodland Song 
To mix with Flattery's venal Throng ; 
No lawleſs Whim could bound his Flight, 
He own'd no Rule, but that of Right. 
Now reach'd his Ear the tuneful Sound, 
That joy'd the woody Scenes around; 
Raviſh'd he hears, then ſpeeds his Wing 
To find this favourite Son of Spring: 
Not long he ſoar'd in curious Flight, 
Before the GoLp yrinca met his Sight; 
Firſt moves his Pity, then his Rage, 

He ſees a Brother, ſees a Cage; 
Silent ſome Time he trod the Spray, 
At length thus burſt his generous Lay. 


Say Thou, whoſe melting Notes proclaim 
At once thy Praiſes, and thy Shame, 

While round thee broods the Captive's Woe, 
Should the loud Hymns of Rapture flow ? 
Say, can'ſt thou drag the ſervile Chain, 

And feel no Sting of mental Pain? 
From thee the generous Ardour's fled, 

Each inborn Virtue hangs her Head; 

Know this, that Freedom is Life's Breath, 
Who lives a Slave, he lives a Death. 


See! how unbounded I can rove, 
From Hill to Plain, from Field to Grove ; 
For me the Floweret ſhoots in Bloom, 
Varies its Hues, and breathes Perfume; 


For 
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For me thro' Vales the Rivulets ſtray, 
And curl their Streams in wanton Play; 
The Tree for me its Boughs diſplays, 
A welcome Screen from mid-day blaze ; 
-And Freedom tunes my grateful Song, 
She grants me all but Power of Wrong, 


Honour and Love, my Hours employ, 
That ſpurs to Danger, this to Joy, 
As Juſtice leads, and Reaſon guides, 
The different Call my Life divides : 
But Tyrant's Luſts thy Joys controul, 
Fetter thy*Reaſon, damp thy Soul; 
Unknown to thee Earth's Beauties paſs, 
The golden Corn, the Carpet Graſs ; 
Thy Song ne'er baniſh'd gloomy Night, 
Nor thank'd the Sun for warming Light; 
On thee thy Country calls in vain, 
A Slave declines the embattled Plain, 
His Cloud of Woe is on him burſt, 
Fates, do your Spight: he knows the wort. 
Oh! rouze to Virtue, hear my Call, 
Live free, or with thy Freedom fall ; 
Awake thy Soul, thy Shackles ſpurn, 
To Liberty, or Duſt, return. | 


Too weak thy Plea, the Gol Dr cx cries, 
Falſe, as thy Joys in freer Skies; - 
No outward Forms of Life can grace 
Its varied Scenes with real Peace, 
The ſofteſt Tints of Bliſs, we find, 
Are pencil'd by the eaſy Mind; 
Then ceaſe to call me Child of Woe, 
For Self-perſuaſion anſwers, No. 
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In Trains I ſee around thy Head, 
What daily Horror Dangers ſpread ; 
For thee the patient Fowlers ſet 
The viſcous Branch, the meſhy Net ; 
Thy Young each wandering Boy invades, 
And mocks the Fence of thorny Shades, 
Thy tender Joys he makes his Prize, 
Nor heeds thy hovering Wings and Cries. 


. When Winter ſends her Storms around, 


And Rains and Froſts deform the Ground, 
How chill'd each Vein! how drips each Plume! 
While Famine threats her lingering Doom: 
But I defy the driving Snows ; 

Around me Spring eternal blows; 

In vain the Storm attempts my Reſt, 

Secure I ſleep in Chloe's Breaſt, 

Neſtling in Sweets I there can lie, 

Where thouſands, thouſands wiſh to die. 


Me ſhould the Voice of Freedom move, 
Freedom, that boaſted Power to rove ? 
Inconſtant Minds inclined to range, 

On this Pretence indulge in Change, 
Vary their Courſe, as Fancy ſtrays, 
And whirl, like Chaff, in eddy Maze. 
What ſhall I quit my eaſy Chain, 
And forfeit Chloe's Smiles for Pain ? 
Deluder, hence, I ſee your Snare, 
And hate you Libertines of Air. 


Too deep, alas! has Pleaſure's Bowl, 
Reply d the LixxeT, drench'd thy Soul; 


— 
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Thy Thoughts in languid Motions creep, 
And give each Senſe to lazy Sleep, 
While, Virtue, Country, and Renown. 
Lie buried in luxurious Down. 


Say, haſt thou e er revoly'd in Mind 
The Ends, peculiar to thy Kind ? 
Why theſe thy Wings? Are theſe to lie 
Unfurl'd, and Strangers to the Sky ? 
Should theſe endure the Pain of Wounds, 
And feel the Dungeon's Iron Bounds? 
Better hadſt thou have crawl'd thy way, 
A blind Inhabitant of Clay. 
Why this thy Voice? To wake the Wood, 
And ſpur thy Kind to Public Good; 
Not tun'd to chaunt a Tyrant's Praiſe, 
And ſooth his pamper'd Hours to Eaſe. 
For Shame! Does Pain alarm thy Breaſt ? 
Pain gives to Life a pleaſing Zeſt ; 
For endleſs Scenes of conſtant Joy, 
Fill the lull'd Soul, and filling, cloy: 
And when fair Liberty 's the Prize; 
The Hero Pain or Death defies. 


No fickle Paſſion Freedom gives, be 
Where Freedom reigns, there Reaſon lives, 
She ſcorns wild Fancy's clamorous Din, 
And owns the living Law within; 

Freedom and Conſcience are the ſame, 
And are diſtinguiſh'd but by Name: 

Why then—— but now the Captive's Fair 
In Haſte reſum'd her little Care, 


The Slave reſpectful Homage paid, 
And with his Chirrup hail'd the Maid; 
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The LIx NET breath'd a pitying Sigh, 
Chid with a Look, then wing'd the Sky. 


Thus, ſtudious of the Public Weal, 
The Patriot burns with honeſt Zeal, 
His honey'd Truths awake the Throng, 
And ſweet Perſuaſion gilds his Tongue : 
Who but approves the manly Cauſe ? 
Glory invites but Danger awes. 


O Thou, to whom the Muſe would pay 
The Offering of a friendly Lay, 
Receive that Praiſe thy Country owes, 
That Praiſe, which from thy Virtue flows; 
For, while employ'd in Freedom's Cauſe, 
Succeſs may fail thee, not Applauſe. 


When ſculptur'd Braſs ſhall mix with Duſt, 

And mouldering falls the laurell'd Buſt, 

When grateful Poets' Toils ſhall fail, 

Shrouded in dark Oblivion's Veil, 

Borne on the Wings of Time, thy Name 

Unhurt ſhall ſoar, and gather Fame: 

Thy Patriot worth above all Art, 

Shall live, engraven on the Heart. * 


Tur 


* Jn the Year 1749, during the Adminiſtration of William, Earl of Herrington, Mr. La- 
TOUCHE, to whom this little Piece is addreſs'd, offered himſelf, in Conjunction with Dr. 
Lucas, Candidate for the City of Dub/in, and was accordingly duly elected, by a conſiderable 
Majority of the Citizens, to repreſent them in Parliament. But a Party ſoon after prevail- 
ing againſt him in the Houſe, he was deprived of his Seat, The Doctor could not ſtand the 
Election; he had made himſelf obnoxious to Government by his Writings, which was the 
oſtenſible Cauſe of his Baniſhment ſome Time before. 
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Tre R R MG MST... ANCE. 


To three young LADIES, who declared themſelves dying, and inſiſted 
upon ſome Verſes to their Memory, 


OR God's Sake, dear LADIES, how can impoſe 
2 A Taſk of this Nature on me? js 
Tis clear, paſt a Doubt, and what every one knows, 
I hold not the Muſes in Fee. S 


I have courted them ſometimes, tis true, but in vain, 
They ne'er would indulge my Requeſt; 

They mock'd my Addreſſes ; derided my Pain 3 
And turn'd all my Prayers to a Jeſt. 


The Subject too, truly! Suppoſing you dead, 
An ELe6y I muſt indite! 

The Town would all ſwear, I was turn'd in my Head, 
The Town, at leaſt, once would be right. 


But grant me diſpos d with your Wiſh to agree, 
I deal not in Fiction nor Art; 

How then ſhould I furniſh Deſcription for three, 
Where each is ſupreme in Deſert? 


Of Goddeſſes, Graces, and many ſuch more 
Trite Fancies, twere eaſy to ſpeak ; 
And Roſes, and Lillies, and Dimples, good Store, 
And Cupids bedecking each Cheek. 
LI The 
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The Sex, tho I ſtripp'd, as moſt Sonneteers do, 
And all in your Perſons combin'd 

Tho' I, and ſome others, might feel it full true, 
Yet you would continue ſtill blind. 


Admit now, ſweet Naxcr's * PerfeQtions I ſung, 
What more could for Faxnxy ＋ be writ? 

And Jexxx, I thy Praiſes muſt die on my Tongue, 
Unleſs I could borrow thy Wit. 


Mongſt Brothers, and Beauties, Affection is rare, 
All Ages and Nations atteſt; 

But Concord and Friendſhip, thts let me declare, 
Here mutually glow in each Breaſt. 


Long, bleſſing and bleſs d then, O] may you ſurvive 
Still greater Enjoyments to prove ; 

New Pleaſures from yours, my fond Heart ſhall derive, 
Then take me a Fourth in your Love. 


E P I 333 A 


M. 


To a young LApr blowing a Turf Fire with her Petticoat. 


ASE, ceaſe, Amir a, peerleſs Maid! 
. Though we delighted gaze, 
While artleſs you excite the Flame, 
We periſh in the Blaze. 


Haply 


* Miſs Axx Power TxENCH. + Miſs NuGenT. t& Miſs Power TRENCH. 
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Haply you too provoke your Harm, 
Forgive the bold Remark, 


Your Petticoat may fan the Fire, 
But, O! beware a Srakk. 


OCCASIONAL PROLOGUE 


To the Tragedy of Ca ro, perform'd by young Gentlemen. 


«a HE World's a Stage,” as you'll in Shakeſpeare read, 
But few, I have heard, on this or that ſucceed ; 
And, as in Manhood, ſo it holds at School, 
Some play the Sage, and Numbers play the Fool— 
But which is this the Child's or Parent's Fault? 
Why neither, Truth to ſpeak, act as they ought— 
At Random ſent—but at the leaſt Expence 
We babble Lilly, ſpight of common Senſe; 
Wild Gantlopes, then, from School to School we run, 
Smattering from Branch to Branch—digeſting none— 
And Pedants quit what Ignorance begun. 
But grant, in Science, one in ten advances, 
Tis not from Conduct —all the Effect of Chance is. 
By Inſtinct led, or crude Advices blinded, 
Neither Time, nor Place, nor Circumſtance, is minded ; 
Experience, Reaſon, Juſtice, urge in vain, 
Cuſtom prevails, and Prejudices reign. 
LI Hence 
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Hence, many a Swift, neglected, ſcours a Trench, 
While Plowmen preach, and Dunces load the Bench. 
Thus, here, obſerve, a Caſe in Point comes pat 1n, 
Great Newton's Self was a mere Dolt at Latin; 

And Pit, with all his Powers, was ſcarcely able 

To learn, we are told, his Numeration Table. 


By philologic Doctrine, ſtrange and new, 
Now all muſt ſhine, Newtons and Chathams too, 
And Popes and Virgils—ſhould we fail to ſhew, 
—Huſh!—'tis the Mas TEx's Fault; not Ours, you know. 
We cannot err—dear Mothers, a'n't it true ? 
We are all PerfeQion, or all Blindneſs you : 
Yet, were you ia his Place, 'twould little pleaſe ye, 
We'd try your Patience, faith! we'd ſet you crazy 
Young Sulky by his Tutor once reproy'd, 
Swell'd with Revenge, and vow'd he'd be remov'd; 
And lo! a Miracle! to make it good, 
A Bottle of red Ink was turn'd to Blood ! 
He ſmear'd his Shirt, and Abigail, his Friend, 
Alarm'd Mamma! and ſo he gain'd his End; 
And every Tea Table throughout the Nation 
Branded the Tyrant's Name, and tore his Reputation !— 


But why all this? methinks I hear you ſay, 
And how conneQted with a private Play ? 
Nay, look not grave! indeed I mean no Satire, 
I only © hold the Mirror up to Nature.“ 
'Tis ſaid, from Babes and Sucklings you may learn; 
Then pray attend—'tis Matter of Concern—— 
We plead our Years too— I am, Sirs, only ſeven, 
Our Marcia's nine, her Father ſcarce eleven: 
But with great Ca To's Sentiments impreſs'd, 
Honour and filial Reverence fill each Breaſt. 


( 


Lead you the Way, throw Prejudice aſide, 

Let Candour judge, and cool Diſcretion guide; 

Shew, by Example, more than Precept can, 

What forms the great, the virtuous happy Man; 

Fir'd with the View, and panting after Fame, 
Heirs to your Love, we'll well approve our Claim, 

* And emulate the Greek and Roman Name.” 


DRAMATIS PERSONA. 


Cato, Maſter Warr. 

Lucius, Maſter GzxoxGe CARLETON, 

Sempronius, Maſter Jux Birp. 

Juba, Maſter Aud TONY Gore, 
yphax, Maſter MARNELL. 

Marcus, Maſter WILLIAM Horus. 

Portius, Maſter LYN AM. 

Decius, Maſter WIILIAM Iavixx. 

Marcia, Maſter NUGENT, 

Lucia, Maſter Gisson. 

The Prologue, Maſter Ricy ard HoLMES. 


Dancing between the Acts, by Maſter M*Nz1L; and Singing by Maſter Bizp, 


£7 This Play was twice performed by the young Gentlemen of the Engliſh Grammar-School, 
as above, firſt at the little Theatre in Capel-flreet, December 24, 1771, with the Addition of 
an Ode to Peace, * written by a very young Lady of Quality, Pupil to Mr. Whyte, ſpoken by 
Maſter Lynam; and afterwards at the particular Deſire of the Audience, their Parents, and 
Friends, at the Theatre-Royal, Crow-flreet, Fanuary 2, 1772; for the Relief of the Debtors 
confined in the ſeveral Marſhalſeas, with the Addition of Dryden's Alexander's Feaſt, by Maſter 
byte. The Marquis of Kildare, the Earl of Bellamont, and Lord Dunluce, were nominated, 
and condeſcended to be Truſtees to the Charity, The Receipts, 162 J. 5s. 8d. were duly 
accounted for, and paid into their Hands, which was properly diſpoſed of, and diſtributed ac. 


cordingly. 
* See Page 63, of this Work. 


AN 


E L E G Y 


on the Death of two Gol HN RRS, given to the Writer by the Right 


Honourable Lady Mary LESLIE, “ on her leaving Ireland. 


 DIEU! O ye Favourites, fo dear 
Ye pretty ſweet Warblers, adieu 
No more your glad Notes ſhall I hear, 
No more meet your Welcomes ſo true; 
No more on my Shoulder and Head, | 
Free perching, my Tea ſhall ye ſip; 
No more ſhall ye eye me for Bread, 
And ſnatch, with your Bills, from my Lip. 


Dull Cenſors, ye hold it in Scorn, 
From ſuch Motives Diſtreſs ſhould appear : 
Yet, I lov'd them, and cannot but mourn ; 


They are dead, and I muſt drop a Tear. 
Whoe' er ſhall fuch Feelings deſpiſe, 

May a& the more ſtoical Part, 
May vaunt himſelf happy and wiſe, 

But let him not boaſt of his Heart. 


Affection with Virtue is join'd, | 

It dwells with the Brave and the Free, 
It warms, and ennobles the Mind, 

Then, is it a Weakneſs in me? 


* Now Lady MILLsINGTOS. 
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If Gratitude Weakneſs implies, 
That Weakneſs for ever be mine—— 
And the Gift for the Giver I prize ; 
They, lovely Mara, were thine. 


At Neuland, where often I ſtray d, 
And often you tripp'd by my Side, + 
One Evening, ſlow winding the Glade, 
In a Hawthorn the Neſtlings were ſpy d; 
Soft Tranſport quick glanc'd from your Eye, 
Sweet Innocence liſp'd on your Tongue; 
They chirrup'd——you wiſh'd, with a Sigh, 
To protect both the Neſt and the Young, 


Full feather'd, they Home were 

For Honour and Freedom well known, 
With a LesL1s nought had they to dread, 

And their Fears were ſoon over and gone. 
At large, in your Chamber, they flew—— 

O!] there, that till now they might rove!— 
And fed, and attended by you, | 

Forgot both the Fields and the Grove. 


But the Seaſon of Sorrow drew nigh — 
Far hence muſt their Miſtreſs depart : 
Remembrance, even now, fills my Eye, 
For Ma RIA was dear to my Heart. 
And ſhe kiſs d her poor Favourites, and cry d, 
And ſhe begg d, to her Birds I'd be kind; 
And ſhe much in my Care did confide, 
And her Words ever liv'd in my Mind. 


* The Earl of RoTurs's Summer Reſidence, near Dublin. 


+ The Writer was PxzczrToOR to her Ladyſhip. 
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One Morn, of my CaarLey * bereft, 
What elſe could from Hirelings enſue ? 

The Window wide open was left, 
And away the dear Libertine flew. 

All the Day, though tis ſtrange to relate, 
All the Day did he wantonly roam ; 

But at Eve the ſoft Notes of his Mate, 
| Recall'd the bold Fugitive Home. 


For Years, the ſole Joy of her Heart, 

Thence faithful he ſung by her Side; 
And at at, when cold Death flung his Dart, 
He languiſh'd ; he ſicken'd; he died. 

Adieu! ye Companions, ſo dear ! 
Ye pretty ſweet Warblers, adicu ! 
No more your glad Notes ſhall I hear! 
How rare meet Affection ſo true 


O N 
By a YounG6s LADY. 


URE when my gentle Swain was born, 
Nature his Perſon to adorn, 
Each manly Grace aflign'd ; 
And, willing to complete the Whole, 
Into his Boſom breathed a Soul, 
The beſt of human Kind. 


* Ove of the Gorpyincues ſo called, a Family Name. 
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His Heart delights in doing Good, 
Nor would he injure, if he cou'd, 
But fly with Pleaſure to the Wretch, 
And Fortune's Aid, unſparing fetch, 
To mitigate his Woes. 


No Tongue can tell, no Pen expreſs, 

The thrilling Joys, the fond Exceſs, 
That in my Boſom reigns, 

When ſighing at my Feet, he cries, 

* Without thy Love, thy Damon dies, 
In Pity, caſe his Pains' 


Dear Youth, may Heaven preſerve thy Life, 
And grant thee, to thy Wiſh, a Wife, | 
Such as thy Merits claim! 
May ſhe with grateful Care attend 
Her Huſband, Lover, and her Friend, 
And feel a mutual Flame! 


H Y M N. 
By the ſame; a little before her Death, October 5, 1763. 


HO little elſe thy Servant knows, 
But Sorrow, Care, and Pain, 

On thee, my Saviour, I repoſe, 

Nor of my Lot complain. 


Cay) | 


Thy Mercies, in my Woes, I prove; 
Thy Juſtice I confeſs ; 

Thy Kindneſs, and paternal Love, 
In thy Corrections bleſs. 


Now almoſt ſpent, an early Prey, 
All human Aid I ſee 
Is vain ; yet caſt me not away, 


Lord! till I have Hope in thee. 


O may I, once more, Comfort find, 
(Nor ſhall my Soul deſpair) 

In Death; ſubmitting all reſign d. 
I aſk no Favour here. 


Grant me, O Lord a ſafe Retreat, 
In that important Hour, 

World without End to celebrate, 
Thy Glory and thy Power. 


L 


E P I T A P H 


On Miſs * * * , Pancras Church-Yard. 


O, ſpotleſs Honour, and unſullied Truth; 
Go, ſmiling»Innocence, and blooming Youth , 
Go, winning Wit, that never gave Offence ; 
Go, female Sweetneſs, join'd to manly Senſe , 
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Go, ſoft Humanity, that bleſs'd the Poor ; 
Go, ſaint-ey d Patience, from Affliction's Door; 
Go, Modeſty, that never wore a Frown ; 
Go, Virtue, and receive thy heavenly Crown. 
Not from a Stranger came this heart-felt Verſe, 
The Friend infcribes thy Tomb, whoſe Tears bedew'd thy Hearſe. 


H Y M N. * 


ARENT of Good! O Gop ſupreme ! 
The helpleſs Orphan's Friend ! 
Thy gracious Aid the Wretched claim, 
To thee their Cries aſcend : 
With tender Pity warm each Heart, 
With Charity divine; 
And boundleſs Bliſs to thoſe impart, 
Whoſe Works reſemble Thine. 


When, cloath'd with Terrors, Gop ſhall riſe, 
To ſcourge a Nation's Pride ; 

When, wing'd with Death, his Lightning flies, 
And ſpreads Deſtruction wide; 

When Earthquakes burſt the trembling Sphere, 
And Nature's Face deform ; 


Your rious ALMs ſhall guard you there, 
| And ſhield you from the Storm. 


Mm m 2 Since 


* This HyMN was ſung by the Children of St. Peter's Pariſh, Dublin, before a Charity 


Sermon preached by the Rev, Jobn Lawſon, D. D. S. F. T. C. D. ſhortly after the Farthquake 
at Liſbon, 
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Since Gop, with unexampled Care, 
Beſtows what you poſſeſs, 

'Tis Yours, the Gifts of Heaven to ſhare, 
And whilſt He bleſſes, bleſs. 

Think, while you bid the fruitfal Stream 
Of Chriſtian Bounty flow, 

That Angels ſhall, in Heaven, proclaim 
Each Mercy ſhewn below. 


P 8 A . U 8 137. 


I ORPORA per Teram feſſi dejecimus gra, 
Qua ruit Euphrates rapidis Babylonius Undis,, 
Flevimus infando Patrie infortunia Luctu, 
Et tua Fata, Sion, Lachrymis memoramus acerbis. 
2 At Citharas, (quondam lætas) ubi plurima paſſim 
Circum creſcebant, tenuere Arbuſta ſilentes. 
3 Nam Domini multo oppreſſis riſere ſuperbi 
Faſtu inſultantes Rebus, rigideque jubentes, 
* Dicite, Judzi, ſolitos nunc dicite Cantus. 
4 Eheu! Noſne Det Laudes, Cantuſque Sionis, 
Captivi ignota juſſu celebrabimus Ori? 
5 O Solyma, ingrato ſi Te unquam ex Pectore pellam, 
Dextra hec tum tremulas dediſcat tangere Chordas : 
6 Si Te non ſemper conſtanti Mente recordor, 
Immemor infauſto figatur Lingua Palato. 
Immo etiam, leti fi Carmina profero Voce, 
Dum reducem video Solymam, charoſque Penates. 
O Domine, Exitium Solymæ reminiſcere dirum, 
Barbara ut immitis Proles clamavit Edomi, | 
Funditus 
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* Funditus ad Terram, proſternite funditus Urbem,; 
8 O Babylone Sata, Arumnis damnate futuris, 
Heu felix erit ille, tuos qui, ut Tu quoque noſtros, 
Evertet Muros. 9 Heu terque quaterque beatus 
Qui Natos ante Ora Patrum vibrabit in Auras, 
Et tremula aſperſis illidet Corpora Saxis. 


A 8 O0 N 


INsCR1BED to Mis KNOX 


» 

HE Smiles of Favour, o'er thy Cheeks, that ſtray; 

Thy winning Tones that thrill thro all my Breaſt ;, 
The Glances, from thine. Eyes, that play; 
Thy Hand ſoft yielding to be preſs'd, 

Have flatter'd oft! my Fire: 
Have told me thou wert all mine own; 
And well form'd Hopes, that I alone 

Could to thy Heart aſpire. 


But, ah! thoſe melting Harbingers of Love, 
Thoſe ſoft Seducers of the impaſſion d Heart, 
No more my Pride and Pleaſure prove, 
But Grief, and deep Diſtreſs impart ; 
No more delight, but wound: 
Since what I thought to me confin'd;. 
I ſee, by Turns free as the Wind, 
Diffus'd on all around. 


G. 
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Kind, cruel Marp ! whoſe Mercies bid defpair 
| Whoſe Softneſs, Kindneſs, Goodneſs, are our Bane ; 
Whoſe open Smiles breed clouded Care; 
Whoſe general Fayour, general Pain ; 
Oh! favour one alone. 
So one at leaſt ſhall happy be; 
And finoe I ſigh for only thee, 
Make me that happy one. 


PEER RR_D”STY2 MESS: 00003 
A 8 0 N 6. 


IxScRIZ ZD to Miſs CLEMENTS. 


EFORE I ſaw that pleaſing Frame, 
Or heard that joy-diffuſing Tongue, 

Won by the laviſh Voice of Fame, 

Enraptur'd on thy Name I hung. 
While Fancy wander'd, unreſtrain'd, 

And all my fond Imagination 
The lov'd Idea entertain'd, 

I thought it was but Px Rross E8810N. 


But when thy Preſence bleſs'd my View, 
And every Charm, before ideal; 
The ſprightly Eye; the florid Hue; 
The manly Senſe, alas! prov'd real: 
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While, ſtruck by Virtue's awful Ray, 
I gaz'd with placid Admiration ; 
I felt that Reaſon bore the Sway; 
Nor longer thought it Pazrossess 10. 


Lo! now thine Image melts my Soul, 
And o'er my Breaſt unrivall'd reigns; 
I look——my Thoughts in Tumult roll; 
I touch——and Tranſport fires my Veins. 
Now, fluttering like the entangled Dove, 
My Heart invites the fierce Senſation ; 
O wretched Fate! tis ſurely Love; 
Not Reaſon this, nor PxerossEs8108. 


M A R 1 A. 
INSCRIBED to Miſa RUTTLED G E. 


INCE each admiring Swain is ſeen, 
Struck with Flavilla s Air and Mein; 

And the diſcerning Few are ſmit 
With Ste/la's Virtue, Judgement, Wit: 
With what Delight, with what furprize; 
Muſt they behold Marra's Eyes; 
And ſee with Raviſhment, combin'd. 
So fair a Face, ſo pure a Mind. 


O what 
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O what a Train of ſpringing Joys! 
From ſuch PerfeQion muſt ariſe, 
Where Youth, and ſprightly Innocence 
Beam o'er the Sterling of good Senſe ! 
Tho Time, invidious, ſhould prefume 
To rob her Beauties of their Bloom, 
Her mental Charms ſhall ſtill improve, 
And thus ſecure eternal Love. 


aA MM 


Ye capit illa fecit. 


N even a Day, nor Hour, alas! 
No, nor a Moment's Time can paſs, 
Wherein my Wife, curs'd Fate! will fail, 
At all her Servants round to rail; 

And, when I'would the Storm aſſwage, 


Upon myſelf ſhe vents her Rage. 


With all the Changes of her Face, 
My Life ſtill varies.——Fond of Peace, 
1 am forced to wage eternal War; 
And her to pleaſe, with them muſt jar . 
Thus I, for Quiet, live in Noiſe, 

And love of Eaſe, my Eaſe deſtroys. 


How wretched is the luckleſs Wight, 
Who, even at Home, muſt ever fight 
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Or, with his Servants, ſtill at Strife ; 
Or, ever battling with his Wife—— 
With me, alas, thus Matters are, 
My marriage State 's a State of War. 


8 0 N G. 


Iss crIBED to Mis BOSWELL. 


WEET is the Lark at carly Dawn, 
And ſweet ſad Philomel by Night ; 
The Thruſh, at Evening, glads the Lawn; 
Maxi ever gives Delight. 


Not TBruſb, nor Lark, nor Philomel, 
Nor all the feath; r'd vocal Choir, 

With ſuch a Note can Sorrows quell, 
With ſuch a Note can Joy inſpire, 


Pleas'd, we attend the Finch's Song, 

The Peaceck's Plumes engage our Eyes; 
More potent Charms to her belong, 

For ſhe can Senſe and Soul ſurprize, 


Her Judgement, Taſte, and winning Air, 
With each attractive Grace of Youth ; 
Her Looks, her AQtions, all declare, 
A Mind to Virtue form'd, and Truth. 


Nan 
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It is not Wealth can Peace procure, 
And Beauty but a Moment warms ; 
But ſuch a Mind fo form'd, fo pure, . 
The fond Admirer ever charms. ha 


A F R A G M E N 


ADdDRE%Ss'D to Mas. © Wh as | Js 


F, in theſe Lines, there aught of Merit ſhine— 

Which much I fear AM Ax DA, all be thine : 
In Years, in Skill, in Obſervation young, 
I, as thy Virtues prompted, fondly fung : 
But if Confeſſion can for Faults atone, 
Numerous, I know they are, and all my own. 
A thouſand, thouſand Times, perhaps, and more, 
The ſame trite Notions have been urg d before, 
And better urg'd; convinc'd of this, your Claim 
Alone repriev'd them, deſtin'd to the Flame ; 
Nor a leſs Compliment was juſtly due 
To one ſo long, ſo much eſteem d, as you 
With ſwelling Hopes of proud Repute inſpir'd, 
I never yet the Poet's Meed deſir d; 
But whereſoe'er thy Name its Influence gives, 
Fame ſets her Seal, and the Production lives. 


„ Eden Daughter of the late Cel Muse, Londonderry. 


Laviſh 
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Laviſh of Praiſe, to prove their own Deſert, 
What Talents, here, might flowery Wits exert! 
But I, who know your modeſt, candid Heart, 


Well know, I need not wear the Maſk of Art— 


They only are, and only ſhould be bleſs'd, 
Who think like you, and ſtrive to act the beſt. 


I often bluſh, and am amaz'd to hear, 
The froward Tribe their Grievances declare, 
And yet, as indolent and carelefs live, 
As if Dame Fortune were oblig d to give; 
And, with vague Wiſhes, Errors paſt deplore, 
Yet, ſtill plod on, and multiply the Score. 
But let them all the Force of wiſhing try, 
Will that alone one ſingle Meal fupply ? 
Will that alone one ſingle Suit procure, 
When meagre Famine ſhivers at the Door ? 
No; meagre Famine long may ſhivering ſtand, 
Wiſhing, alas! will ſmall Relief command; 
And ftation'd here, or there, or how we pleaſe, 
Mankind was made for AQtion, not for Eaſe. 
Want of Occaſion, is a poor Pretence, 
And lazy Wiſhes ſhew a Want of Senſe. 
Nor will our Di turn the Scale, 
For ſtill, not Wiſhes, Action muſt prevail. 
Suppoſe, which Heaven forcfend! it were decreed 
In all Purſuits, that Mortals ſhould fucceed ; 
We, giddy, reſtleſs, changeful as the Moon, 
To fatal Purpoſe ſhould employ the Boon; 
From wild Extremes, we ſhould to wilder run, 
And, by their Wiſhes, all would be undone. * 


Nun 2 
* Juvenal Satfrey. 10. 


{ 460 ) 


The Woes we feel, we for ourſelves create, 
Murmuring, unconſcious, at our bleſs'd Eſtate , 
And in the Means, the purpos d Ends we miſs, 
Graſping at Shadows, for ſubſtantial Bliſs. 
Witneſs the Dolt, who, erſt, the Clouds controul'd, 
And he, whoſe Touch converted all to Gold. 
All Men poſſeſs ſome great peculiar Good. 

And may be all as happy as they ſnou d. 
Neglected this, blind to the Abundance given, 
With daring Impudence inſult we Heaven. 
Hence vain our Labours, and prudential Cares; 
Vain all our Wiſhes; fruitleſs all our Pray'rs , 
Vain all Amuſement; vain our Wealth we find; 
For Happineſs exiſts but in the Mind: 

Still the Companion of Contentment found, 
And Poor and Rich may equally abound. 

Yet is there one in all this peopled Sphere 
Admits that he feels Happineſs ſincere ? 

What State? What Region ever yet confeſs'd 
The Reſidence of that moſt welcome Gueſt, 
By all fo courted, by fo few poſſeſs d? 


In fierce Extremes the Poles and Indies lie, 
Envying the Vantage of our temperate Sky; 
The imperious Archon, there, but nods his Head, 
Treaſures are ſeiz'd, and vaſſal Kings lie dead. 
A thouſand Nymphs, all beauteous as the Day, 
Grace his Seraglio, and his Calls obey ; 

And yet, Circaffa, tho' her Sultan ſmiles, 

Pines for her Freedom, and her Fate reviles. 
The pamper'd Eunuchs vainly view the Fair, 
And curſe the fatal Stroke which brought them there; 
Whilſt the dark Slaves of his deſpotic Will, 
Watch but their Time, when to depoſe, or kill. 
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And every proud Baſhaw, and petty Knave, 

Is in his Turn, and Sphere, Tyrant, and Slave. 
Theſe Things unknown, tho granted, in our Climes, 
We cannot thence infer we have no Crimes; 
A baneful Something till diſturbs Content, 

And plain the Cauſe is, we are not innocent : 
But to demonſtrate, ſearch Conditions round, 

And try, if ſolid Bliſs can e er be found. 


Then turn we firſt Reaſon's impartial Eyes, 
Where that deep Phalanx of bright Treaſure lies; 
Tranſiently view'd, how glorious it appears ! | 
How fraught with Blefſings! how remote from Cay es 
But let it put its native Semblance on, 

Our Hopes are fruſtrate, all its Powers gone! 

O Wealth! thou Darling of the human Soul ! 
Who do'ſt each Action, every Thought controul. 
To thy Poſſeſſion all our Labours tend; 

In thee they center, but, alas ! not end. 

The moſt exalted Bliſs thou can'ſt confer, 

Is daſh'd with Sorrow and corroding Care. 

Even when our Cheſts teem with exhauſtleſs Sums, 
And both the Indies decorate our Rooms ; 

Tho Earth, and Air, and Sea, yield us to dine, 
And every Climate furniſhes our Wine ; 
Unſatisfied, our Wants we ſtill lament, 

And find, that Riches cannot buy Content; 
But with them bring aceumulating Woe, 

Which none but Sons of Opulence can know. 


At Dead of Night, Siet patrols his Houſe, 
Rous d by the ſtilly Clamours of a Mouſe 
In queſt of Food; Robbers, he thinks, he hears; 
But for his Gold, not for himſelf, he fears. 
When 
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When having finiſh'd his nocturnal Round, 
Try'd Locks, and Bolts, and all in Safety found, 
He, with elated Heart, tho ill at Eaſe, 

His wonted Viſit to his Mammon pays; 

And bending o'er it with lack-luftre Eyes, 
Devours the Piles, and ſtill for more he ſighs; 
Sighs, and ſteals off, dreading his very Self, 
Might with felonious Hands ſecrete the Pelf. 
On his worn Pallet, now, view him reclin'd ; 
Terrifick Viſions haunt his tortur'd Mind; 

A thouſand Ills his croaking Fears ſuggeft— 
The gleaming Poniard pointed at his Breaſt! 
His Servant, Brother, or, perhaps, his Wife, 
Prepares the noxious Bowl againſt his Life ; 
And, ſometimes, ſtruggling in the Jaws of Death, 
His rake-hell Heir, relentleſs, ſtops his Breath, 
Plunders his Coffers, to the Dice Box flies, 
Stakes the laſt Guinea, and in Priſon dies. 

Now Morpheus, with a Sledge, or ponderous Stone, 
Forces the Door : He with a doleful Groan, 
Expreſſive of his Pain and dire Diſmay, 

Starts up, and chides the flow Return of Day. 
Thus is his Reſt diſturb'd, broken, deſtroy d, 
And not a Moment is with Peace enjoy'd. 

Not ſo blithe Corin, in his humble Cell, 
Within his Boſom kinder Tenants dwell ; 

And though no Locks, or maſſy Bolts, ſecure 
The light Obſtruction of his ſimple Door; 

He ſleeps at Eaſe, ſecure in Heaven's good Care, 
Reckleſs of Villains, and exempt from Fear. 
Exempt and reckleſs ! is he then at Reſt? 

And do no ſecret Throws at Times moleſt ? 


( 463 ) 


Let us, for Proof, at yonder Farm enquire, 
Whom they think happy? They reply, the Squire. 
The Squire, the while, ſoliciting a Place, 

Opines himſelf le happy than his Grace: 

His Grace, encumber'd with the State Affairs, 
The Peaſant, happier than himſelf declares. 

His Corn to Market brought, the gaping Clown 
Admires the Riches of the thriving Town; 

And, vex'd at Tythes and Landlords, longs to pop 
His little Stock and Team, into a Shop. 

The ſuburb Chandler here obſerves with Pain 
The Citizen's Returns, and countleſs Gain; 
The griping Citizen burns to command 

The Coach of State, and magiſterial Wand; 
The Alderman, and his aſpiring Wife, | 
Without a Title, ſee no Joy in Life ; 

Now Courtiersgrown, awk ward, diſguſted, cloy'd-- 
A thouſand Wants are ſtill to be fupply'd: 
And all find Reaſon, high and low, to fret, 
Something to wiſh, or ſomething to regret. 

Even the enamour'd Pair, unweeting, moan, 

And long till ſacred Hymen makes them one. 
That ſcarce atchiev'd, in crowd domeſtic Cares, 
Then how delicious ſingle Life appears ! 

But, O! let Prudence warn them to beware 
How they admit fo dangerous a Snare ; 

And with her uttermoſt let Reaſon try 

To palliate Faults, or paſs, unheeding, by; 

For, if Diſguſt gets Entrance in the Soul, 

It ſoon encreaſes, and abſorbs the whole: 

Ting d with that Jaundice Motes we Monſters think, 
And even Virtues into Vices ſink ; 

And none need hope, connubial Bliſs to find, 
But with Eſteem and Delicacy join'd. 
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Bans of Compulſion, and groſs ſenſual Love, 
Are ſelf- diſſolv d, and never ſeal d above. 
One muſt the Will, one the Affections be, 
And all in all, in every Point agree; 
Reciprocal the Deed, the Heart, the Hand, 
Free, and anaw'd, all elſe is contraband. 
All venal Ties are void; all Compacts where 
Illicit Means are us'd, and Cheats appear : 
For there, altho' prohibited, we find = 
The Body's Shame, we proſtitute the Mind ; 
And as our Souls the mortal Part exceed, 
Religion ſtronger interdicts the Deed ; 
And Coaſcience, ſacred and unerring Teſt 
Of Right and Wrong within the human Breaſt, 
Stronger anticipating, feels the Force 
Of Horrors conſequent, and fell Remorſe. 
Nor can the ſtern Beheſt of Law controul 
The outward Man to ſin againſt his Soul. 
The civil Juriſdiction was ordain'd, 
That mortal Juftice might not be prophan'd ; 
But general Syſtems all, it is confeſs d, 
However full and accurate expreſs'd, 
Leave Individuals often unredreſs d 
But He, who rules the World, and fills the Skies, 
To whom all Hearts, all Nature open lies, 
Impartial Bleſſings equally aſſign d 
To all his Works according to their Kind; 
And ere the tuneful Orbs their Courſe began, 
Creative Wiſdom form d the extenſive Plan 
Of future Weal, on preſent good to Man. 
And all his Scriptures every where preſume 
Bliſs here a Prototype of Bliſs to come. 
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Hence, failing human Inſtitutes, tis given 
To fly for Succour, and appeal to Heaven; 
Reaſon's Vicegerency Relief provides, 
Aſſerts her Right, fits Umpire and decides ; 
And Nature's primal Duty, Self-Defence, - 
May ſafely with ſome formal Points diſpenſe , 
Provided always, for no carnal Luft, 
The Ends be virtuous, and the Means be juſt. 
'Tis falſe Philoſophy, and ne er was meant 
Mankind ſhould ſuffer Ills they can prevent ; 
And Holy Writ, explicit on the Caſe, 
Declares expreſsly, we are call d to Race. 


Yet on Surmiſes let us not decide, 
But to ſuch Nuptials be the Teſt - oa 
Let Obſervation and Experience tell, 
If Peace with them, and heavenly Concord dwell. 


Behold a Couple, fond without Efteem, 
Spurr'd on by Inſtinct, Avarice, or Whim ; 
There no good Planets kindly Influence ſhed, 
Nor joyous Omens tend the genial Bed. 

A few ſhort Days, irregularly ſpent, 
The Palate nauſcates, and breeds Diſcontent ; 
The Bridegroom lours; the Bride in ſecret mourns, 
And Liking ſated, to Averſion turns; 
ness Foote confers, cad mb wer, 
And every Hour entails ſome penal Curſe. 
Both have their Faults, yet neither will atone, 
For both are blind, or partial to their own. 
But mutual Wrongs, mutual Conceſſions claim, 
And both incurring, both ſhould ſuffer Blame. 
What Wonder then, for all on that depends, 
If in Extremes the venal Bondage ends? 
Ooo 


* 1 CoRINTHIANS, Chap. vii. ver. 15. 
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The towery Strength perennial Marble forms, 
Expos'd to ſapping Rain, and Winter Storms, 

To every Blaſt is more or leſs a Prey, 

And from ſlight Cauſes ſubjeR to decay; 

Time eats inſenſibly the nodding Walls, 

And prone, at length, the mouldering Ruin falls. 
Thus they, their Souls with rough Contentions torn, 
Enſure Deſtruction, and their Fate ſuborn; 

And like the Angels, who from Heaven fell, 


: 


They feed on Death, and are themſelves a Hell. 


But let not this the more diſcreet deter, | 
Some hit the White, though many Thouſands err. 
Nor let my Verſe the virgin Fair perplex, 

"Twas for their Uſe intended, not to vex; | 
Nor that they ſhould oppoſe indulgent Heaven, 
By whom their Charms, and Love itſelf was given : 
Thoſe to inſpire the tender Flame defign'd, 

And that to bleſs and propagate Mankind, 
When Hearts, with Hands unite, and only there, 
Peace fits enthron'd between the married Pair; 
All their Intentions ſmiling Concord guards, 
Guides all their Actions, brightens and rewards : 
Connubial Bliſs, inſpir d by mutual Love, 

Gives them a Fore-taſte of the Joys above; 

But take that Harmony and Love away, 

The very damn d endure not more than they. 
The Groom ſhould lay all ſurly Airs aſide, 

And meek Submiſſion beſt befits the Bride; 
And all Contention, and their mutual Boaſt, 


Should be to pleaſe, and who ſhould pleaſe the moſt. 


Love's the pure Eſſence of a generous Race, 
Nice Honour, Freedom, Noblenels, and Peace ; 
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Gentle Benevolence his Forchead crowns, 
And ſweet good Humour, undeform'd. with Frowns. 
Fix d on one Object all his Wiſhes reſt, 

And all his Hopes in bleſſing to be bleſe d. 

The ſordid Glance of ſquint Suſpicion tears 
His tender Form, and from the Boſom ſcares; 
And with Reſentment, inwardly he burns, 
Where Rudeneſs lords it, or ill Nature ſcorns 
And, long provok'd, ſpurning, he ſtands confeſs'd, 
Nor Hymen's Bonds reſtrain the injur'd Gueſt. 
Unſtudicd this, they obſtinately run 

In froward Error, till they are quite undone. | 

But tho' oppos d in all beſide, we ſeo, 

They in one Point, and but in one agree 

A widow'd Bed ;—and ardeatly invoke 

Death to relieve them from the galling Yoke. 


Thus each diſſatisfied, his Neighbour eyes, 
And none are happy but the Good and Wile. 


The Good and Wiſe, in Scripture Phraſe, the EL xc r, 
With grateful Hearts on Providence refleQ ; 
And favour'd Suppliants at his gracious Throne, 
The Wiſdom of his Diſpenſations own; 

To him diſcloſe their Wants, on him depend; 
Their bounteous Parent, and unfailing Friend. 
Supported thus, ſuperior to Deſpair, | 
They wiſh for nothing, and for nothing care; 
No preſent Grief, nor aught foreboding Ill 
Diſturbs their Quiet, or affects their Will; 
They know, on all ſufficient he beſtows, 
And bleſs their Maker in the Midſt of Woes. 
For he that cloaths the Lilies of the Field, 
Will, fore to them, a Competency yield; 
000 2 
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He gives the hungry Wolf, and Raven, Meat, 
Nor can the Image of himſelf forget; 


And fince, unheeded, not a Sparrow falls, 

Man, tho' degenerate, more Attention calls. 

Thus prov'd, in Faith the great Arcanum lies, 

The truly happy, are the truly wiſe. 

The Goal in View, no ſhining Bait they chaſe, 

But run with chearful Steps the appointed Race; 
Alike to them the beſt and worſt Extreme, 

Virtue in both, in both Vice is the ſame; 
Unenvying, they ſurvey the Rich and Great, 

And ſcan the Miſeries of inferior State; 

And thence reſulting, this ſage Axiom give, 

That Good is ſure, Ill but comparative. 

Bleſs'd in themſelves, thus, out of Fortune's Power, 
They paſs thro* Life, enjoying every Hour. 

Why ſhould we then at high Preferments aim? 
And why ſhould Wealth ſuch vaſt Attention claim? 
The meek Arabian, ſtripp'd of all his Store, 

* Enjoy'd Content; Can Bedford Self do more? 


Some gentle Stripes, for our Probation here, 
Omnip>tence inflias, and we ſhould bear; 
For, ſhall he his eternal Bleſſings give, 
And, unreprov'd, we him offending live? 
In Fancy's Mirror, we but darkling fee, 
What muſt, hereafter, our Advantage be; 
And falſely of Praſperity we deem, 
Since Heaven's Correction ſhews us Heaven's Eſteem. 
No longer, then, injuriouſly, in vain, | 
Let thoughtleſs Man of Providence complain ; 
But with mute, humble Reſignation truſt, 


Far Gad is merciful, as well as juſt, 
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The keeneſt corporal Anguiſh will decreaſe, 
If we, with Patience, learn to acquieſce, 


"Twill blunt the Tooth of life-corroding Woe, 


And teach AMiQion leſs intenſe to glow ; 
Religion will her healing Balm impart, _ 
And pour glad Comfort on the bleeding Heart ; 


Whilſt bright-ey'd Hope her kind Aſſiſtance gives, 


And every Pang diſperſes, or relieves. 


Say not from Plenitude theſe Reaſonings flow ; 


Nor empty Theory untry'd in Woe. 

For ſince the vital Principle I drew, 

(When of my Life I take a ſtrict Review) 
Scarcely a Day, a ſingle Day appears, 

Exempt from Pain, Ad verſity, or Tears; 

Me, Fate before theſe Eyes beheld the Light, 
Seem'd to have mark d obnoxious to her Spite. 
Nor leſs their Force, which ever is maintain d, 
Our Deeds are of Free-will, or pre-ordain'd ; 
For who, if Deſtiny controuls our State, 

Can trace the devious Labyrinth of Fate ? 
Can the Perception of a human Clod 

Pervade the Workings of a boundleſs Gop; 
And into dark Futurity extend, 

And view each Cauſe, produQive of its End? 
Time may . far, nay will enlarge our Sight, 
That we ſhall ſee, © Whatever 18, is right ,” 
Shall ſee this well-imagin'd Truth made plain, 
That not one Atom of Creation's vain. 

In firm ExpeRance, then, of better Days, 
Bear we our Lot, and give Jenovan Praiſe. 


- Did Reaſon always in the Mind; 
Were we to free Conviction ſtill inclin d 


Would 
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Would proud Opinion Prejudice forego, 
And Mortals ſtrive, Gop and themſelves to know; 
To know of Gov, as far as Mortals can, 
His Juſtice, Mercy, and Regard to Man; 
Our Paſſions all reſtrain'd in Wiſdom's Lore, 
For Vice's Fleſh-pots * we ſhould ſigh no more; 
White-rob'd Content would be the Prophet's Wand, 
And every ſimple Cot the Promis'd Land; 
Inſatiate Cravings there, would never breed, 
But happy Man from Peſtilence be freed : 
Ambitious Fools, on impious Conqueſt bent, 
Would all their idle Victories repent ; 
The horrid Work of waſteful War give o'er, 
And to the World Tranquillity reſtore ; 
The Sword and Javelin would deſcend again, 
To prune the Vine, and to ſubdue the Plain : 
The Sons of Faction would not nurſe Debates, 
But to their private Intereſt join the State's ; 
Religion would her priſtine Force exert, 
And ſtiff Divines want Points to controvert ; 
Lawyers, the Nation's Peſt, at their own Suit, 
Might puzzle Judgement, and prolong Diſpute, 
No hardy Client would ſubmit his Cauſe, 
To the Deciſion of perverted Laws; 
Nor, by Appearances, would Friends be mov'd, 
To cruel Strife with the dear Friends they loy'd : 
Diſcord in private Families would ceaſe, 
And even contentious Brothers live in Peace; 


Hate, Envy, or Diſtruſt, we ne'er ſhould ſee, 
But all Mankind in ſocial Love 
* 


* A * * * * . 


* Alluding to the Mormurings of the ISR ARKTIS, Exodus, Chap. xvi. ver. 3. 


Tux 


EAR a finooth River's lonely Side, 
Where tuneful Naiads gently glide, 
A ſecret GRor ro ftands; 
Within a Rock's hard Boſom made, 
Hid in the Gloom of awful Shade ; 
The Work of Nature's Hands. 


This ſweet Retreat, that once had been, 
Of Joy and Love, the choſen Scene, 
Poor injur d Flavia ſought : 
But, to complain of Damon's Vow 
There made, and broke ſhe choſe it now, 
With Rage and Sorrow fraught. 


The hollow Rock, where ſhe reclin d. 

She thought, was like falſe Damon's Mind; 
His dark Deſign,—the Shade: 

The deep ſmooth Stream,—his tempting Face,; 

ks Sound, —his Tongue's deluding Grace, 
That won, and that betray'd. 


Damon, one Evening, as he ſtray d, 
To meet ſome other tender Maid, 
O'er-heard her mournful Plaint: 
Her Sighs, and Tears, and ſoft Deſpair, 
Infected all the neighbouring Air, 
And forc'd him to relent. 
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And now, ſhe thinks, ſince Damon kind, 
The ſteady Rock ſtill like his Mind; 
His Love, the friendly Shade: 
The clear ſmooth Stream, —his lovely Face; 
Its ſoothing Sound, the Tongue's ſoft Grace, 
That all her Woes repaid. 


. Moms he Git: then, artnns's Fowere! 
« "Tis Fancy all our Bliſs devours, 
* Orgives Content, we find. 
Men may be happy, if they pleaſe; 
We are ourſelves, our own Diſeaſe ; 
* The Fault is in the Mind.“ 


H | * M a N: 
On recovering from a Fit of IIIneſs. 


Thou, my Soul, in ſacred Hymns, 
Thy gracious Gop adore: 
And whilſt his Mercy ſpares thee Breath, 
That Mercy ſtill implore! 


When all my Follies number'd were, 
And Juſtice ſpake me Dead; 

The Thunder roar'd, the Lightening flew, 
And ſhiver'd o'er my Head. . 
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Oh! could my Blood Atonement make 
For all my Days miſ-ſpent ; 
For lighted Grace; for ſecret Crimes; 
For Thoughts I dared not vent! 


Then let the chilling Hand of Death, 
In Darkneſs ſeal my Eyes; 

And let the Earth my Limbs receive, 
To Worms a Sacrifice. 


But ſee the widow'd * Parent's Prayers 
The holy Hills aſcend ——— 

O, ſpare my Child! my Age's Stay! 
The Staff on which I bend. 


The righteous Lord, who willing hears 
Wheneer the Juſt implores, 
Back to my breathleſs, lifeleſs Corſe, 


O thou, my Soul, in ſacred Hymns, 
Thy gracious Gop adore: 

And whilſt his Mercy ſpares thee Breath, 
That Mercy ſtill implore 


A N I G M A I. 


InscxiBxkD to Mis LATOUCHE. 


OU'LL ſcarce believe it, yet, by Nature, 
I am a quiet, ſober Creature 5 
Content to live and die at Home, 
And never form'd a Wiſh to roam, 
| Ppp Like 
* The Watrn's Mother. 
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Like Birds in Cage to ſpend my Breath, 
And beat, and beat myſelf to Death : 

But Woman, Woman is my Ruin, 

She takes Delight in my Undoing, 

O! it would melt a very Stone, 

To hear what I have undergone t 
Though blind myſelf, I fall a Prize, 
Struck thro and thro by her bright Eyes. 
When once ſhe has caught me in her Net, 
I am thrown neglected at her Feet; 
There, without Mercy, roll in Pain, 
And yet am pleag'd to bear my Chain. 

On Hopes I live, en Looks I feed, 

And jump, and burn, and burſt, and bleed. 


But if I once again get free, 
I learn to prize my Liberty. 
Like Bees, from Fair to Fair I range ; 
Like her, I learn each Hour to change; 
With her own Arts J learn to vex, 
And boldly fly at all the Sex. 


A N 1 G M A 


_ CO ſmall my Size, that Men deſpiſe me, 
8 But I am content, while Ladies prize me; 
For till 'tis my peculiar Care, 
To guard, and to-adorn the Fair. 
Aye! and, good Sirs, tis very true! 
F have a Head as well as you. 


© how 
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O how 'twould make you fret and grieve 
To hear what Favours I receive; 
How much in ſecret I am carefs'd ; 
How oft twixt Cloe's Fingers preſe d 
How oft her balmy Lips I have taſted, 
And there, for Hours together feaſted ! 
To me her Beauties ſhe revails, 
Nor from me any Charm conceals : 
Even the moſt ſecret have I ſeen; 
And been——ye Gods, where I have been 
Perch'd at my Eaſe! while Lovers toil, 
To watch her Looks, and catch her Smile. 
Then if ſome Youth, with amorous Haſte, 
Preſumes to claſp her ſlender Waiſt; 
Ready to fly to her Aſſiſtance, 
I make him keep his proper Diſtance. 
When I am there, who dares be rude, 
He ſurely pays for't with his Blood. 
And, O ye Fair! forgive the Tale, 
For tho' you are fair, you are ſometimes frail, 
How many I have preſerv'd from Ruin, 
And, that vile Creature, Man's Undoing : 
When in Appearance all was over, 
And he almoſt a happy Lover, 
Have I ſtept in, with timely Care, 
And boldly puſh'd my Point fo far, 
I have made him curſe and ſwear with Paſſion, 
And fly with mad Precipitation. 


But now, good Folks, the Sequel note, 
How ſoon paſt Service is forgot! 
See how compos d ſhe tells the Story, 
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Talks of her mighty Self-denial, 

How ſhe withſtood the fiery Trial; 
Cracks of her ſpotleſs Chaſtity, 
And boaſts of Virtue—— fav'd by me! 


E N i 6 M A 


HO' I am younger than ſix others, 
Yet F take Place of all my Brothers; 

I was the laſt of the Creation, 
And always held in Veneration: 
For God, well-pleas'd when I was come, 
Bleſs'd me, and went in Triumph Home. 
As for my Brothers, to their Shame 
I bluſh, whene'er I hear their Name; 
For they mind nothing but their Pleaſure, 
And heaping up of worldly Treaſure. 
They all love Tricks, and Over-reaching ; 
All my Delight 's in- Prayers and Preaching ! 
With their good Will no one ſhould reſt; 
But I am Friend to Man and Beaſt; 
I cheer his Heart, and glad each Feature, 
And make him quite another Creature. 
I give the plodding Lawyer Leiſure ; 
The honeſt Tradeſman Eaſe and Pleaſure 
With Wife in Chaiſe, and eldeſt Son, 
Smiling, he ſallies out of Town; 
Then, if I prove but clear and fine, 
Woe to the Cheeſecakes and the Wine. 
Even Debtors long for my Return, 
And blefs the Hour that I am born 


II. 


CUPID 
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CUPID AND TAE PAINT E R. 


InscrIBED to the Honourable Miſs ST. GEORGE. 


Lately ſaw wing'd Cupid ſtand, 
His Creſt elate with Pride, 
His Bow bent ready in his Hand, 
His Quiver by his Side. 


An Arrow keen, of fearful Length, 
He to the Bow apply'd; 

Then drew the String with all his 
And, Vive I Amour, he cry'd. 


At me a certain Aim he took, 
And would have pierc'd my Heart; 
But, luckily, I ſnatch'd a Book, 


Another, ſoon, he levell'd true; 
Reſoly'd that I ſhould yield; 

But this, like Yother, hurtleſs flew, 
My Pallet * was my Shield. 


Thus, every Arrow ſhot in vain, 
His Qui ver emptied quite; 
I laugh'd to ſee the Urchin's Pain, 
He cry d for very Spite. 


But me the Rogue at length beguil' d, 
In Ambuſh for my Heart; 


He ſhot—juſt when EM1114 ſmil'd, — 


Unerring was the Dart. 
*PppP3 


ODE. 


An Implement of a Sbield-lik; Form, on which Painters hold and blend their Colours. 


Written Avevsr 1751. 


H E Sun, in Glory, wins his Way, 
And pours around refulgent Day; 
The wide Horizon glows with Fire, 
No balmy Breeze to aſſwage the Flame; 
To yonder Arbour PI retire, -. 
And ſhade me from tlie noontide Beam. 
The fainting Herds forſake the Mead, 
And, panting, ſeek the grateful Shade. 
The wanton Steed, whoſe ample Veins 
Impetuous boil with generous Blood, 
Eager deſerts the thirſty Plains, 
And laves him i in the limpid Flood. 


Yonder the wearied Reaper ſtands, 
The Scythe forſakes his nerveleſs 1 
All reſt, except the ſtrenuous Bee; 
She, vigorous at this ſultry Hour, 
From Leaf to Leaf expatiates free, 
And fllies, and toils from Flower to Flower. 
Lo! where yon Beach, with Ivy bound, 
Its verdant Foliage firetches round; 
A faithful Youth, and tender Maid, 
By Nature's ſimple Beauties grac d, 
Recline beneath the friendly Shade ; 
And Joys, unknown to Greatneſs, taſte. 
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Ah! would my lov'd Therania deign, 
With one kind Smile to-blefs her Swain 
Thus, rapturous, on her Face I'd gaze , 
That Face which beams ſeraphic Charms— 
Thus, to my Lips, her Hand Fd raiſe; 
Thus, ever claſp her in my Arms. 
Far from the Whirl of buſy Life, 
From Hurry, Folly, Fraud, and Strife, 
Smoo the Tide 
Of bliſsful — — 
Steer down Life's Boſom, Side by Side, 
And launch into the eternal Sea. 


What means this Tumult? Why, my Heart, 
Throb'ſt thou, transfix'd, as. with a Dart? 


Ah, whence this Trembling? why thus ſhriak. 


My inmoſt Thoughts, and damp my Soul ? 
Why do my Limbs. cnfcebl'd fink ? 
And Life's chill'd Fluid backward roll? 
Begone, thou falſe Intruder, Love 
Nor longer tempt my Thoughts to rove. 
What ! wilt thou ever thus torment ?- 
Can no Receſs thy Wiles elude ? 
Inceſſant ſhall my Heart be rent ?. 
And pierc'd the deepeſt Solitude? 


Even when. pale Cynthia's filyer Robe; 
Has mantled o'er the drowſy Globe ; 


When Night; ftill Goddeſs! ſhrouds the Sky;. 


And Nature ſinks in ſoft Repoſe; 
When. ravening Wolves to Covert fly; 


And dungeon d Slaves forget their Woes.. 


Bvenz 
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Even then, eſtrang'd to needful Reſt, 
Unruly Paſſions tear my Breaſt, 
Still, ſtill ſhe moves before mine Eyes— 
That Form auguſt! that Face divine! 
But oh! my Heart within me dies, 
She never, never can be mine. 


Why do I thus embrace my Bane? 
Why cheriſh what but gives me Pain? 
Fortune and Rank, Therania raiſe, 
Far, far above my humble Sphere; 
No more I'll roam in Fancy's Maze, 
Alas! it leads but to Deſpair —— 
Thus, in her Abſence, I complain; 
She's preſent and I graſp my Chain; 
Gaze on her Charms with raviſh'd Eyes; 
Drink deep of Love at every Breath; 
Still gaze, though that Way Madneſs lies; 
Still drink, though every Draught is Dza Tr. 


THOUGHTS 
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TH OU G6 H T S 
ON TEE 
PREVAILING SYSTEM 
_—_ 
— 
| RueyzcTING YOUNG LADIES as walt as GENTLEMEN. 


I labour to diffuſe the important Good, 
Till this great Truth by all be underſtood; 
That all the pious Duties that we owe 
Our Parents, Friends, our Country and our God ; 
The Seeds of every Virtue here below, 
From Diſcipline and early Culture grow.” 
Wrer on Eobearron, Dodſley's Col. Vol. 4. 


EXT to the Preſervation of Life, the Epvca Tron of our Children 
is indiſputably of the higheſt Importance, and of the moſt intereſt- 
ing and public Concernment. Not only the Welfare — of 
3 and Times preſent are fubje to its Ines ua 3 


Qqq 
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Nature is its Object; it affects whole Communities, as well as Individuals, 
and in its Conſequences extends to remoteſt Poſterity. Conſidered in a 
religious Light, it will be found, that not only our temporal, but in a 
great Meaſure our eternal Tranquillity and Happineſs are determined by 
our Education. To aim at any Improyement therein, muſt therefore be 
an honourable, as well as a uſeful Undertaking; nor can any Thing of- 
fered to promote ſo valuable an End be ever deemed unſeaſonable or im- 
pertinent; the very Attempt beſpeaks a candid and favourable Reception. 
Tis true, upon this Subject the ableſt Heads have been employed; are till 
exerciſing their Talents, exploding former Syſtems, and advancing new : 
Yet much is ſtill wanting, and Complaints of their Errors and — 
are univerſal as they are juſt. 


That we are abundantly ſupplied with excellent Schools for the ancient 
Languages and higher Branches of Literature, and that in general our 
Youth have a happy Genius and Turn for Letters, admit of no Contra- 
diction; yet that they do not make an anfwerable Proficiency is noto- 
riouſly evident. This cannot, however, with either Juſtice or Propriety, 
be imputed to the Heads of thoſe learned Seminaries; Men of approved 
Integrity, as well as Abilities. I proceeds from Cauſes in which they 
are no Way concerned, tho' in their Effects, they are to them Rocks of 
Offence, and perpetual ſtumbling Blocks to their Pupils. Nor let it be 
Matter of Wonder, if the Glebe be not properly prepared, and the Seed 
itſelf be of an untoward Growth, that Weeds ſpring up, and the future 
Crop proves abortive. Now happily furniſhed as we are with able Pro- 
feſſors for the learned Tongues; and whilſt, with the greateſt Care and 
Exactneſs, our Children are taught the obſolete Proſody and critical Nice- 
ties of Latin and Greek, what Proviſion have we for them, or how are they 
to be tutored before they are properly capable of entering upon thoſe ex- 
otic Reſearches? To whom do we commit the -Culture of the infant 
Mind? In what goodly Soil do we nouriſh the early Shoots of Reaſon ? 
From what unſullied Fountain draw the genuine Purity of Speech? What 
* Maſters have we for the Improvement of Articulation? For teaching 
* the Proportion of Sound, and Quantity of Syllables in Engliſh, and for 
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* pointing out to their Pupils, by Precept and Example, the right Uſe 
of Accent, Emphaſes, and Tones Who have we to explain to them 
the Idiom and Peculiarities of their native Language, and to give them a 
correct, rational, and manly Expreſſion in writing and ſpeaking therein? 
Are not theſe Things generally left to Chance, or conſigned to the loweſt, 
mot illiberal, and moſt ignorant of Mankind? We have Teachers of Gram- 
mar who know not the Parts of Speech; of Geography and Hiſtory, not 
capable of diſtinguiſhing a Monarchy from an Ariſtocracy, or the Zodiac 
from the Equinoctial; of Arithmetic and Book-keeping, ſcarcely ſenſible 
the four firſt Rules of the one are at all requiſite to the other; yet they make 
a pompous Flouriſh with the Names to amuſe the ignorant, and to take in 
the unwary. Could it be imagined that in a Nation one Degree above 
Barbariſm, any Man durſt openly undertake to teach twenty-eight diffe- 
rent Branches of Learning, of which he knew no more than what could 
be gathered from the Title-Pages of the Books from whence he tranſcribed 
them? Could it be imagined that the Attempts of ſuch Impoſtors were at- 
tended with Encouragement ? Yet both are literally true. We have a Pro- 
feſſor of French who was never out of Ireland; never had any Opportunities 
of improving by Converſation with French People, and, in the whole, but 
about ſix Weeks Aſſiſtance from another; yet now enjoying a conſiderable 
Income in Quality of French Teacher to a School of Eminence. But, 
ſtill more incredible, a certain Adventurer has inſinuated himſelf into many 
of the firſt Families, as a Writing-Maſter, who, being unexpectedly called 
upon for a Receipt, was obliged to declare himſelf, and owned he could not 
write.” Such are the Directors of our Infancy, and, in many Inſtances, our moſt 
precious Years! And of a ſimilar Stamp muſt be their Inftructions! The 
Care of implanting in young Minds the early Seeds of Virtue; of inculcating 
and enforcing the Love of Truth; of preventing bad Habits, and eradi- 
cating vicious Principles while yet in the Bud; the Regulation of their 
Morals, their Appetites, Paſſions and Affections; and the proper Oeco- 
nomy and juſt Eſtimation of their Time are Things unheard of in the com- 


mon Run of Engliſh Schools, and conſequently neglected. : 


To account for this, requires but a Moment's RefleQion. The Art of 4 
managing, forming, and improving the human Mind, is, of all others, the 
Qqq2 moſt 
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moſt intricate and extraordinary, and in the Judgement of Reaſon evi- 
dently the moſt important. But the Labour beſtowed upon it, is leſs ob- 
vious than that which more directly appeals to the Senſes. There the 
Maſter is little ſeen: that Ripeneſs of Imagination; that pleaſing Intelli- 
gence, and happy Penetration obſervable in ſome Children, judiciouſly 
taught, are conſidered as the genuine Offspring of Nature; never attri- 
buted to the Care and Induſtry of their Teachers; nay, in many Caſes be- 
come the Sources of their greateſt Reproach. Thus Men of Learning and 
Genius (who alone are equal to it) are deterred from the ungrateful 
Taſk; and thoſe upon whom the Lot has hitherto fallen, having little Re- 
liſh for Purſuits of ſuch dubious Eſtimation, jog on in the old beaten 
Track, enjoying, as they may, the pitiful Emoluments of their Calling, 
unſolicitous of higher Accompliſhments. 


But ſuppoſing a ſufficient Number of Perſons duly qualified in this 
Way, are not the Want of ſuitable Encouragement, and the indiſcrimi- 
nate Choice of Maſters, great Bars to their Endeavours ? Do not Parents 
too commonly take, and condemn Characters upon Truſt, and often, to 
ſpeak but modeſtly, from very ſuſpicious Authority ? Do they, previouſly 
to putting out their Children, carefully and circumſtantially examine into 
every Part of the Conduct and Oeconomy of Places of Education, and 
regulate their Determinations accordingly ? Could the moſt minute Exa- 
mination into thoſe Particulars ever give Offence to ſuch as truly deſerve 
the Name of Maſters? On the contrary, it muſt be a Spur to their In- 
duſtry: where every Thing is juſt, well calculated, and ſtrictly metho- 
dical, muſt they not ſecretly exult in conſcious Rectitude, and derive Ho- 
nour and additional Succeſs from the Scrutiny? Inſtead of this, a few 
Shillings Difference in Point of Price, a Street or two's Diſtance, or ſome 
ſuch trivial Inducement, are too frequently an Overbalance for every 
weightier Conſideration, and the only Motives to a Preference ? On the 
other Hand, many, far from entertaining ſuch miſtaken Notions of Oeco- 
nomy, and greatly ſenſible of the Deficiencies here hinted at, are totally 
at a Loſs how to diſpoſe of their Children for the firſt eight or nine Years 
of their Life. Hence that prevailing Overſight of cooping up — 
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long in the Nurſery under the Inſpection of ſome low-bred illiterate Do- 
meſtic ; or, what is of ſtill more dangerous Tendency, letting them run 
wild about the Kitchen, aſſociating with Scullions, Grooms, and Stable- 
boys. At length, grown inſupportably riotous and inſolent, they are ba- 
miſhed, and in a great Meaſure alienated from their Parents, and all 
the endearing Obligations of Family Connection, to learn, ſtrange 
Prepoſſeſſion! The carnal and ridiculous Legends of Heatheniſm in 
Preference to the ſacred Truths of Chriſtianity, and dead Languages 
without the leaſt Pre-acquaintance with the Rudiments of their own. 
How contrary to the Practice of the ancient Greeks and Romans whom. 
we ſo much admire! 


As to young Gentlemen intended for certain Profeſſions, particularly 
in naval, military, and commercial Life, the Languages are often there 
entirely given up, and doubtleſs judiciouſly : but what more immediately to 
the Purpoſe is ſubſtituted in their Room ? Is attaining a tolerable Hand, a 
ſlight practical Notion of Arithmetic, and what is vulgarly taught for 
Book-keeping, ſufficient Employment till the Age of fifteen or ſixteen ? 
Yet are not thoſe all Parents in general look for, and much more than many 
Youths can boaſt of at the Time of their quitting School? Might not a 
Courſe of Inſtruction be purſued, which, beſides many peculiar: Advan- 
tages, ſhould furniſh them with much ſuperior: Degrees of thoſe; and 
alſo ſupply them with moſt Articles of uſeful and neceſſary Learning pro- 
poſed in the Latin Way? Does the preſent Method ſufficiently. anſwer 
the Ends it ſhould aim at? Let Experience declare, might not Gentlemen 
of Buſineſs be more amply qualified for their reſpective Departments? 
For inſtance, Is there any Claſs of Men of greater Variety of Dealings; 
of more complicated'Intercourſe ; or more extenſive Connections, than 
Merchants? What Set of Men contribute more to the Support of public 
Credit, or to the Honour and Advantage of the State? Who more con- 
cerned in diſperſing, extending and perfecting our ManufaQtures, by which 
Induſtry is encouraged, Integrity rewarded, and the Poor maintained and 
employed; and upon which our very Exiſtence, as a free Nation, de- 
pends ? They link together, as it were, diſtant' Realms, and all Human-- 
kind is intereſted in their Tranſactions? What an Extent of Knowlege! 

What 
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What Abilities muſt it require! to fit a Man properly for ſuch great and 
valuable Purpoſes? Yet, is there a Claſs of Men in the Britiſh Dominions, 
who labour under greater Diſadvantages in Point of Education ? 


According to the moſt wiſe Policy of our happy Conſtitution, every 
Man of Property and Abilities may have a Seat in the great Council of 
the Nation in View; or confined in a narrower Sphere, as a Conſtituent, 
he may influence their Determinations, and preſcribe Rules of Conduct, 
and give Inſtructions to the Repreſentatives; ſo far he is a Legiſlator ; 
The executive Part, as well as the deliberative, in a lower Degree, may 
be lodged in his Bands; and the Welfare, Liberty, and Properties of Mil- 
lions, be affected by his Conduct. Theſe are Objects of Moment; Offices 
of Truſt and Conſequence, which require far deeper Underſtanding; far 
different Qualifications than are commonly ſought after: yet theſe are 
Offices every Citizen may expect; Honours which every good Citizen 
ſhould be prepared to ſupport. Will a Smattering of two or three of the 
minor Claſſics enable a Man to conduct himſelf with Propriety and Effect 
in Stations of ſuch complicated Variety? Or are a merely mechanical 
Knowlege, and Application of Addition, Subtraction, Multiplication and 
Diviſion (however deſirable and eſſential in their Kind) the only requi- 
ſite Acquiſitions to the due Diſcharge of ſuch important Duties. Surely, 
No; though they may be fully ſufficient, or even much more than is ne- 
ceſſary (as Practice alone may ſerve) to go through the mechanical Part of 
any Buſineſs whatever: but to be a Maſter; to execute with Taſte; to 
invent, and to improve includes ſomething more extenſive, and ſuppoſes 
a good Share of acquired, as well as natural Knowlege. 


It may now be thought very extraordinary, and ſubverſive of all that 
has been ſaid, to aflert that the Cuſtom of Letters, and the general Uſe 
of Books, have been extremely injurious to the Intereſts of Virtue and 
Morality, and the grand Obſtacles to the Advancement of real 
and ſolid Learning. Yet ſtrange and paradoxical as it may ſeem, ſuch is 
the Fact. The moſt ſagacious Writers authenticate the Poſition, and daily 
Experience affords abundant Demonſtration of it. Mr. Locke aſſerts 
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that moſt of our Errors in thinking ariſe from an Abuſe of Words; that 
it is impoſſible we can think with Precifion, till we firſt examine whe- 
ther we have preciſe Ideas annexed to the Terms we uſe: and that it 
is equally impoſſible to communicate our Thoughts to others with Ex- 
actneſs, unleſs we are firſt agreed in the exact Meaning of our Words.” 
Upon this, Mr. Seridan, in his excellent Lectures on Elocution, ' judi- 
ciouſly obſerves, that we have not far to ſeek for the Source of our Im- 
propriety in the Uſe of Words, if we reflect that the Study of our own 
Language has never been made Part of the Education of our Youth ; 
* conſequently the Uſe of Words is got wholly by Chance, according to 
the Company that we keep, or the Books that we read. And if nei- 
* ther the Companions with whom we converſe, nor the Authors whom 
ve conſult, are exact in the Uſe of Words, I cannot ſee how it is to be 
expected that we ſhould arrive at any Preciſion in that Reſpect. To 
which he farther adds, The Way to have clear and preciſe Ideas af- 
fixed to the Uſe of Words, would be to have Mankind” (Females as well 
as Males, in my Senſe of the Words, and as I know the Author himſelf 
would be underſtood) © taught from their early Days, by proper Maſters, 
the preciſe Meaning of all the Words they uſe. Mr. Locke grievouſly 
«* complains of our Neglect of ſtudying our Mother Tongue. But he lays 
the Fault at the wrong Door when he imputes this Neglect to the 
* Maſters of Latin Schools and Tutors, at the Univerſities. Nothing 
« effetual can be done, without making that a diſtin Branch of Edu- 
cation, and encouraging proper Maſters to follow it as their ſole Em- 
«* ployment, in the ſame Way as the ſeveral Maſters in the other Branches 
do. And certainly whether we conſider the Difficulty of the Thing, or the 
great Ends which might be anſwered by it, the Maſters in that Branch, 
« ought to meet with as great Encouragement, as thoſe in any other.” 
This laſt Aſſertion may require Illuſtration, as it flatly contradicts a common 
practical Maxim, The ches peſt is the moſt eligible. Here lies the Miſtake. The 
Error is in the firſt Concoction. The Miſchief is all in our firſt ſetting out. — 
When 


Pages iv. and v. of the Oublin Edition, 15mo. Price a Britiſh Half-Crown ; Pages vi. and 
viii, of the Lenden Edition, 4to. Price in blue Paper, Half a Guinea. 


* St 
When Men have unſucceſsfully attemptedand proved themſelvesunqualified 
for every other Employment, their dernier Reſort is to open a School; they 
announce it in the Papers; and by various Practices of low Cunning and 
Circumvention, work out a Subſiſtence, building, as has been alread 
obſerved, on the Credulity of the Public; but little aware of the Extent 
of any one Department of the Province they embark in. The Teaching of 
Engliſh appears the moſt obvious and practicable ; they can perhaps write a 
decent Hand; they can cipher a little; and they can hum over the Pſalter 
and the Teftament ; and probably make a Race through the tenth Chap- 
ter of Nehemiah, the firſt Chapter of St. Matthew, and the latter Part of the 
third of St. Luke that is capital Performance! But what ſay the judicious ? 
It is a Maxim with them, that no Man can read what he does not perfectly 
underſtand; and there is a Truth eaſily and evidently deducible, that no 
Man can reach what he cannot himſelf read. Thus theſe unbred 
Pretenders, being utterly ignorant of all Rules, with regard to the Art of 
Speaking or Pronunciation, can only teach the written Alphabet, and to 
ſpell and put Syllables together as vulgarly received ; conſequently, their 
utmoſt Qualifications extending ne farther than the mere Combination of 
Letters (and even in that, not one of a thouſand tolerably ſkilled) the 
Extent of their Inſtructions muſt determine there. How extremely diffi- 
cult it is to read well, and how little capable thoſe are who aſſume the Office 
of Teaching, is manifeſtly ſeen in the Scarcity of good Readers any where 
to be met with. We hear People on all Hands liberal in their Cenſures, and 
exclaiming againſt the Practice; but who ever thinks of, or ſets ſeriouſly 
about remedying the Evil till it is too late, and the Means utterly beyond 
their Power? It has been well obſerved by the ingenious Author above 
quoted, that Good public Reading, or Speaking, is one of the rareſt 
* Qualities to be found, in a Country, where reading and ſpeaking in 
Public, are more generally uſed, than in any other in the known World; 
* where the doing them well is a Matter of the utmoſt Importance to 
the State, and to Society; and where Promotion, or Honour to Indivi- 
« duals, is ſure to attend even a moderate Share of Merit in thoſe Points.” 
He had well examined, and was Maſter of his SubjeR, and has treated it 
more comprehenſively than was ever done before. * Supported (amongſt 
others 


* See SHERIDAN's Bxtrisn EDUCATION; a Book well worth the careful Peruſal of 
every judicious Parent; alſo his Lectures before mentioned. 
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others of no leſs Authority) by Milton, Addiſon, and that clear-ſighted and 
penetrating: Philoſopher, Locke, he inveſtigates the Cauſes of our Failure 
in theſe Reſpects with the utmoſt Perſpicuity and Preciſion; and ſhews 
to Demonſtration they all ariſe from two Sources. 


Firſt, The general Inattention, and Want of due Diſcerament in Pa- 
rents; whoſe Conduct he pretty fully expatiates upon, and ſenſibly re- 
prehends: And 1 Ss 


Second, The Inſufficiency, and improper Inſtitution of our Teachers 
in early Years, | 


The latter is a Conſequence of the former. A perfectly right Under- 
ſtanding between Parent and Tutor is not very general; on the con- 
trary there ſeems to be a Kind of Warfare, ſupported by natural Affection 
on the one Part, and a Spirit of Rectitude on the other. Like Man and 
Wife, they ought mutually to aid and aſſiſt each other, and draw both one 
Way for the Advantage of the common Cauſe, yet a Sort of ſecret Jea- 
louſy between the Parties often fruſtrates their Hopes, and ſeldom can 
they bring themſelves to an open and candid Explanation, till Matters 
are carried too high, and an entire Rupture enſues. Thus the poor Child 
is often cauſeleſsly cut ſhort in the very Criſis of his Struggles, and be- 
comes the Victim of Humour and Caprice. The exceſſive Eagerneſs 
of Parents to have their Children Scholars, is the true Reaſon why fo 
very few turn out ſuch. This Eagerneſs chiefly ſhews itſelf. at the 
very Time the niceſt Delicacy and moſt critical Diſcernment is requiſite 
in conducting them; in their Infancy, and firſt Introduction to Learn- 
ing. In every Thing elſe they may proceed by Degrees, but at once Rey 
muſt read, whether Nature conſents to it, or not. No Allowances for Dif- 
| ference of Capacity; no Conſideration of what minute and various Pre- 
paration ſhould precede an Undertaking of ſuch complicated Diffi- 
culty. * If Children are acquainted with written Words, ſo as to 

Rr acknowlege 

* The Difficulty of reading, and teaching 10 read, is allowed by all People of Judge- 


ment and Reflection; but with others, leſs happy in thoſe Particulars, it 45 not univerſally ap- 
; prehendeg. 
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acknowlege them at Sight, and give them a tolerably ready Utte- 
rance, with ſome unmeaning Obſervation of the Stops, as marked in 
their Books (for the moſt Part very improperly, and ill ſuited to Delivery) 
they are accounted good Readers. That is the grand Defderatum ; and 
ſo much the moſt ignorant Pedagogues may atchieve, and the ſooner, the 
more their Merit is acknowleged. It is not uncommon to hear P 

in advanced Life boaſting they could read as well at four or five Years of 
Age, as ever they could, or need to do. Their Ideas of Reading muſt 
be confined indeed! and if by this Standard we may eſtimate their ſubſe- 
quent Improvement in other Branches, the Reſult will turn out little to 
their Advantage, or to the Honour of their Directors, who could tamely 
ſtand by and ſuffer them to ſquander away Time fo fruitleſsly. 


This leads again to the Point ſet out with, that the Cuſtom of in- 
diſcriminate Reading, and the general Uſe of Books, even excluſive of 
the Matter, is injurious to Virtue, deſtructive of all Principles of Truth 
and Morality, and ſubverſive of real Knowlege. The Evil has taken too 
deep Root to be eaſily removed, and muſt daily encreaſe while our pre- 
poſterous Methods of Inſtruction remain in Uſe, As Matters now ftand, 
the Spirit of Enquiry, natural to Children, is ſuppreſſed, and totally obli- 
terated, Groaning under the Threats and Severities of their Teachers, 
excited and kept alive by the eager Impatience of Parents, their Facul- 
ties are benumbed, and all their Senſes bewildered : Ears have they, 
but they hear not; Eyes have they, but ſee not; Underſtanding have 


they, 


prehended · Ignorance perceives no Difficulty in any Thiug. How often do we ſee Books put into 
a Child's Hand by Way of trying him, to the Style and Subject of which he is totally à Stranger ; 
Yet, if he does not read it off at Sight, he is brow-beat and abuſed ; when poſſiblythe Apprehen. 
ſion of that, and his Endeavours to make Senſe out of 'what he does not underſtand, are the 
ſole Cauſes of his Failure.—lt is affirmed, on good Authority, that the young Gentleman, on 
whom the Town lately beſtowed ſuch diſtinguiſhing Marks of Apptobation in the Part of 
Caro, tho' under very early Tuition, was not permitted to read till near eight Years of 
Age. His rapid Progreſs afterwards proves the Juſtice of the Theory ; yet it is not meant as 
Rule for univerſal Practice without Exception; Genius and Circumſtances vary, and ſome 
are much earlier ripe than others. Theſe Things ſhould be attentively conſidered, and entirely 
ſubmitted to the Diſcretion of the judicious InftruQor, | Cxrro Minox. 
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they, but conceive not. They learn Sounds, and to utter Words; but 
uninformed and deſtitute of Ideas, they are Vo & preterea nibil. This 
Faſhion of reading without Attention, Thought or RefleQion, is in ſome 
Sort congenial with their childiſh Levity; tis caſy, and grows into a 
Habit, which ſticks by them for ever after. They read without Im- 
provement, and, conſequently, Application, for which they have no Re- 
lh, becomes burthenſome. Words are current in very different Accep- 
tations, Phraſes are often extenſively and indeterminately applied ; but tho? 
ſo various in their Import, and Application, they are all equally flightly 
{kimmed over in the Reading. The firſt Idea that preſents itſelf, how- 
ever foreign or inadequate, is implicitly adopted, and of Courſe the 
I nprefſions on the Mind vague, extravagant, and incongruous. Thus 
Children, permitted to ramble at large, without any Rules to aſſiſt them, or 
their Judgement perverted by ſuch as are altogether falſe and ill-founded, 
are in a much worſe State than if they never had any Acquaint- 
ance with Books ; and, inſtead of Knowlege, their Minds are puffed up 
with wild incoherent Notions, and abortive Conceptions. Here, with- 
out in the leaſt forcing the Premiſſes, we ſee the Foundation of Error, 
and the primary Source of Confuſion and Scepticiſm ; Bigotry ariſing in 
Church and State; and Enthuſiaſm, Hereſy, and Irreligion imputed to 
Men, perfectly innocent in their Intentions, and acting purely from 
Notions of Rectitude, but unable to ſee through the Miſts of Error, 
or diveſt themſelves of carly Prejudice. Nor is this the Caſe in Mat- 
ters of Speculation only ; it is contagious in all Degrees and Circum- 
ſtances, and, unperceived, is the grand Bias of all our Actions and 
Conduct thro' Li. Should any think this Reaſoning carried too far, 
let them but a Moment reflect on the Force of Education, and narrowly 
watch what paſſes, in their,own Breaſts, and the World about them, they 
may ſoon ſee Cauſe to alter their Opinion. Many other Arguments might be 
adduced, but at preſent theſe Hints may ſuffice to prove the 'Miſchiefs 
ariſing from empirical Pretenders, and an abſurd erroneous Practice. 


It might be a difficult and perhaps an inviduous Taſk to delineate pre- 
ciſely the Character of a good Maſter. It muſt however be allowed, he 
Rrr 2 ought 
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ought to be a Man of a clear and penetrating Head, a regulated Temper, 
and of an affable communicative Diſpoſition, liberally educated, and per- 
fectly verſed in the Theory and Practice of what he undertakes to teach. 
No Man can have clear Ideas of what he does not himſelf thoroughly com- 
prehend, and proportioned to his Conceptions will be his Style of 
Inſtruction, clear or embarraſſed. Varieties of Tempers and Capacities 
he muſt neceſſarily engage with, ſome ready, ſome flow; as various muſt 
be his Methods of Management, and he muſt know how critically to 
diſtinguiſh and adapt himſelf to all. Not only with different Perſons, 
but very often with the ſame Perſons differing from themſelves, an apt 
Word, or a prompt and ſignificant Alluſion will have the Force of a 
Thouſand circumſtantial Arguments. This alſo implies Genius as well as 
extenſive Knowlege. So far in his Capacity of Inſtructor. As a Man, he 
may, not unfrequently, have Occaſion to exerciſe his Philoſophy, and if 
ſometimes tickled with Praiſe, he is unconſcious of deſerving, he will 
have the Mortification of meeting Cenſure, Oppoſition, and Ingratitude 
where he moſt juſtly merited Approbation and Regard. + Nothing ſo 

common 


* This is a Truth that admits of few Exceptions ; however, Bunglers endeavour to eſta- 
bliſh a contrary Doctrine, and when they cannot hide their palpable Deficiencies, give out 
with great Effrontery, that though they cannot execute, they are perfect Maſters of the 
Principles of Teaching. So have | heard many a wretched inſtrumental Dabbler endeavour to 
palliate his ſorry Performance, by pretending to ſuperior Knowlege in the Theory of Muſic. 

CMTO Minos, 


+ Teachers in every Department are ſingularly circumſtanced. The beſt Maſter, with 
ill inclined Boys, is ſure to have the worſt Character; for his PunQuality and Diſcipline are 
too great Reſtraints for Idlers to ſubmit to: They are in perpetual Oppoſition to each 
other. *Tis incumbent on the Maſter to curb the Extravagancies of his Pupils, and to com- 
bat their Paſſions, and this is the Cauſe of Enmity and Reſentment. With good Boys 
his Share of Fame is but partially acknowleged, as before hinted at, and partly accounted 
for, p. 484. and farther illuſtrated by a very remarkable and true Incident mentioned 
in the Occaſional Prologue to C Aro, p. 444.—I once heard a Maſter of the firſt Emi- 
nence examine a Claſs of his Scholars; his Lecture that Morning, which employed him 
full two Hours, extended only to the Explanation of a very ſhort, and no Way abſtruſe Sen- 
tence, and was chiefly direQed to two particular Boys; but by no Means could he get them 

| to 
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common as to ſee Speculation at Variance with Practice, and no where 
more ſo than in the very Points in Queſtion, even with Men, in other 
Reſpect, wiſe and judicipus. Such is the Force of Prejudice 


In the Caſe of Boys, few, very few are ſo hardy, or ſo ignorant as to 
deny the Advantages of a good Education; however their Practice may 
imply the contrary. The Conteſt is not about the Thing, but the Means 
of accompliſhing it; and in this, as in many other Inſtances, tis noto- 
riouſly evident, Cuſtom prevails in the Face of Propriety. But by what 
Principle of Philoſophy ? by what Rule of Argument? by what Maxim 
of common Senſe ſhall we reconcile our utter Neglect of the Fair Sex, 
that other eſtimable Half of the Species, in this Particular? The imperious. 
Lords of the Creation arrogate a Superiority of Intellect, and pride them- 
ſelves, above Meaſure, on the ſuppoſed mental Diſtinctions derived to 
them from Nature; yet what Care! what Pains! what Aſſiduity! and 
what a Length of Years! are requiſite to mold them into Form! and break. 
the reſtiff Savage into Man! After all, how often are the moſt conſummate: 
Abilities in that Way found unequal to the Taſk! how often our Labours 
fruſtrated and thrown away upon. a ſteril and ungrateful Soil! yet we per- 
ſevere, and by Perſeverance, if nothing more, a Habit of Attention and 
Application is acquired, productive of infinite Advantages. If the female 

| Mind 


to comprehend it. This had been his Taſk, at the ſame Expence of Time and Labour, with 
theſe very Boys, every ſecond Day, for three Weeks; and in like Manner on other Subje&Qs, in 
Courſe, upwards of two Years ſucceſſively, but to little Effect; for neither upon that, nor 
any other Subject, could he ever deviſe the Means of fixing their Attention to any good 
Purpoſe, though, in every Thing but their Books, they appeared ſmart and ſenſible : this he 
aſſured me was not a ſingular Caſe. He attempted again, and, in the Vexation of Diſap- 
pointment, declared, he muſt ſend them home, and that nothing but bis particular Friend- 
ſhip, and great perſonal Reſpect for their Parents, could have prevented his doing it long 
before, —Juſt at that very Moment a Letter was put into his Hands: It was from the Mother 
of one of the Boys; a very blunt and rude Accuſation againſt the Maſter, charging him 
with Negle& of her Child, &c. whoſe Capacity and Cleverncſs ſhe enlarged upon and very 
roundly aſſerted !—I ſhall never forget his Looks!!! Cairo Minox. 
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Mind be indeed leſs happily endowed by Nature, ſtands it not the more 
in Need of Aſſiſtance? If inferiour in intrinſic Perfection, does it not 
the more require Cultivation ? If conſtitutionally more feeble and infirm, 
is there not the greater Occaſion for Support But Women are not to 
act on the great Theatre of the World like Men. They move in a Sphere 
more domeſtic and confined—All this is admitted They are not to wield 
the huge Machine of Government ; they are neither to be Privy-Coun- 
ſellors, Senators, Biſhops, Judges, Lawyers, Aldermen, nor Common- 
council-men; they are as little adapted to brave the Seas as Admirals, 
- Captains, or Mariners ; nor are they formed to lead Thouſands of their 
Fellow-Creatures into Fields of Blood and Slaughter, to abet the flagiti- 
ous Schemes of Ambition, or pamper the deteſtable Purpoſes of Tyranny. 
But does it thence follow they ftand precluded from the Privilege of being 
Tational Creatures? Is there no defirable Intermedium between a Book- 
worm and an Ignoramus? All Ranks and Stations of Men, one Time or 
other, affociate with them; they are the delightful Aſylum, the Boſom- 
Friends, and ordamed meet Helps to all. The very End of their Cre- 
ation was for our Happineſs, to ſweeten our Labours, to alleviate our 
Cares, to mitigate our Anxieties and our Pains, and to ſmooth, by the 
Delicacy of their Manners, and Charms of their Converſation, the rug- 
ged Paths of Life. Our Hours of Leiſure are their natural Property; and 
the Conduct of our infant Years, united with our domeſtic Concerns, 
their indiſputable Prerogative. Let Cynics bury themſelves in the Gloom 
of their own Importance, and Aſcetics, in their brain-ſick Zeal, pervert 
the benevolent Purpoſes of Creation, the Author of Nature was wiſe, 
and knew it was not good for Man to be alone. But how is this amiable 
Creature informed, how fitted to ſhine, nay to appear with common 
Propriety in ſuch intereſting Situations? Our carlieſt Attempts ſeem al- 
together calculated to vitiate their Minds, and to implant a Predilection 
to every Kind of Folly, Vanity, and Trifling. Nature, left wholly to 
herſelf, would be a much better Guide than what we erroneouſly ſubſti- 
tute in her Place. We avowedly breed them up in Ignorance, and then 
unjuſtly and ungenerouſly accuſe and — them for the Want of Un- 

| derſtanding. 
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derſtanding. Yet the Pains many of them afterwards take to acquire 
Knowlege and ſupply the Defects of Education, is a Proof both of their 
Inclination and Capacity ; when, to the Shame of our Sex! ſend a Man: 
into the World illiterate and ignorant, he ſinks under the Load, and never 
emerges. Allured by the ſuperior Beauty of their Perſons, we view 
them with Deſire; we pay our Court to them; this is Nature: in our 
Addreſſes we make them Angels, Goddeſſes, and ſupreme Diſpoſers of 
Life and Death; we ſwear, and are believed. But a PiQure can but 
pleaſe as a Picture. Their Faces grow familiar; their Charms inanimate; 
their Converſation the ſame, it dwindles into mere common-place Chit- 
chat; it wants Senſe and Variety, and ſoon becomes inſipid and tireſome ;. 
they are laughed at; avoided; forſaken. Such is the modern Style of Senti- 
ment and Intercourſe between the Sexes—Thus Women, in every Re- 
ſpect, are Sufferers, though in Fact without Blame. Reflect a Moment, 
ye haſty ſuperficial Cenfurers. How came you poſſeſſed of your Superi- 
ority ? from Nature; O, no! you enjoyed every Opportunity of Aſſiſt- 
ance and Improvement in its full Latitude, which they were ſtudiouſly 
denied. Afford them the like Opportunities, and then paſs your Sentence,— 
What new Objections now ariſe?—OLokD! a Jearned Lady! So imper- 
tinent ! ſo conceited | ſo full of herſelf! Nobody elſe can put in a Word! ſhe 
is dreadful! intolerable !—And what, great Sirs, are your learned Gentle» 
men? -Infinitely worſe. Ferocious! overbearing! affuming! oftenta- 
tious! ſelf-opinionated ! and every Way inſufferably di Aſi- 
milar Character in both Sexes; a Pedant is a Pedant, be it Male or Fe- 
male: nor confined to Books only; there are Pedants in Muſic, in 
Painting, in Dancing: there are Pedants in Politics, in the Stable, and 
in the Field: there are even Pedants in Politeneſs. * Tis the Affecta- 
tion of Appearance, not Learning or Knowlege, that makes us diſa- 

no Matter which the Sex, or what the Profeſſion. But to 
return: This Dread of a learned Lady, be it real or affected, is, in Truth, 
a Symptom of Weakneſs; it proceeds from low En 


* Your BIA is a mungrel Species of Animal, neither one Thing nor another, as exotic 
as your mere Horſe-Jockey, too contemptible to animadvert upon. Cairo Minox, 


( 496 ) 


and the conſequential Reaſoning, grounded upon aſſumed and partial 
Principles, is neither juſt nor rational, By Learning and Learned, theſe 
high Advocates for ſcientific Monopoly always tacitly underſtand, and 
confine themſelves to, the Knowlege of Languages, and, thence, confounding 
the Means with the End, illogically conclude, that Women ſhould not be 
in any Reſpect taught, or permitted to reaſon or judge for themſelves. 
Your Literati might be attacked in their Faſtnefles, and the Nakedneſs of 
the Land diſcovered. Dreadful would it be! to find concealed under that 
Name, that Phantaſm of Erudition, nothing but a Chaos of ill-formed, in- 
digeſted Notions, rude diſtempered Paſſions, and unimportant and barren 
Theory, the goodly Fruits of an eight or ten Years Flagellation, in the 
Purſuit of two dead Languages no where ſpoken, and by few (and thoſe 
eſteemed Adepts too) more than half underſtood. This is not enforced 
contemptuouſly, or to depreciate the Knowlege of Latin or Greek; 
but by repreſenting Truth as it really is, to check the Petulance and 
Oftentation of vain Scioliſts, who ſhelter themſelves under thoſe 
venerable Names, devoid of other Merit. Men of liberal Profeſſions 
cannot diſpenſe with thoſe Languages; and, introduced as they always 
ſhould be, and conſidered only as in a Degree ſubſervient to nobler Pur- 
ſuits, they are a fine Point * of Accompliſhment in a Gentleman's Edu- 
cation. It is the Cuſtom of Smattering we here complain of, that is the 
Abſurdity, that is the Grievance, the grand ObſtruQion to real Learning 
and uſeful Knowlege, both in Man and Woman. 
A little Latin is a dangerous Thing; 
Drink deep, or touch not the Herian Spring: | 
There 
* The Time of putting a Child to the Latin School, ſhould not be determined by his Tri, 
but by his Abilities, and the Manner he is fitted for it; and to this End he ſhould ſtand 
an Examination, as for his Admiſſion into the Univerſity, and not be received *till properly 
prepared. Such a Procedure would ſoon alter the Face of Things, and bring about an entire 
Revolution. The Profeſſors of the learned Tongues would reap both Pleaſure and Profit by 
the Change ; real Eroduipe would more extenſively flouriſh, and Mankind in general have 
Reaſon to rejoice, Catro Minos. 
+ A little Learning is the original Reading; but, as the Phraſes are uſed ſynonimouſly, the 


Writer probably preferred a little Latin, as being the cuſtomary Expreſſion, and more di- 
realy to his Purpoſe. Cxarro Minox. 
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There ſhallow Draughts intoxicate the Brain, | 
But drinking largely, ſobers us again.” Pore. 


Yielding to the Men, therefore, entire Poſſeſſion of the Languages, 
and admitting they would be as uſeleſs to the Ladies, as they now are to 
many of themſelves, yet the Fair Sex, it is ſtill affirmed, are injuriouſly 
treated as they are uſually brought up. Experience proves, they are 
capable of very extenſive InſtruQtion, perfectly compatible with the 
Character of the Sex, and ought, if we regard our own Happineſs, over 
which they have ſuch Influence, to have their reaſoning Faculties attended 
to, and diligently cultivated from the firſt Dawn of Reaſon. Thus Know- 
lege, accompanied with Virtue, and every amiable Quality conſequent to 


it, will become a Habit, not a Conſtraint, and, being always diſpoſed and 


accuſtomed to think and act correctly, their Conduct through Life will be 
uniform and proper. Their Underſtanding will ſeem, as it were, an Im- 


pulſe of Nature, and nothing but what is juſt, pleaſing, and deſirable, 


can poſſibly reſult from it. 
The preſent Style of educating Daughters is altogether mechanical ; 


and either from MiſconduR, or utter Neglect in early Days, rendered 


ten Times more imperfect, troubleſome and expenſive than it might be. 
Without Idea, without Sentiment, juſt at the Moment they are intro- 
duced into the Circle of Diſſipation, all at once, the French Maſter, the 
Muſic Maſter, the Drawing Maſter, the Dancing Maſter, the Writing 
Maſter, &c. &c. are poured in upon them. The accumulated Expence ap- 
pears a ſerious Object; the firſt Rudiments of every Thing are unplea- 
ant; their Amuſements poſſeſs their Minds; they are hurried from Maſter 
to Maſter ; comprehend little; retain leſs; and are diſguſted with all: fo 
contract whimſical, deſultory Habits, and can ſettle to nothing as they 
ought. This is the true Cauſe, and not Want of Capacity either in 
Teacher or Pupil, that we ſee ſo few make any Proficiency, and why 
good Maſters are ſo frequently changed, railed againſt, and diſhonoured. 
And happy would it be for the other Sex, if the ſame Obſervation was not 


equally applicable on their Part alſo. Hence, with other Evils, we may | 
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| It has been obſerved of all Ages and Nations, that the State of the Arts | 
is a ſure Criterion of the Character of the People; and, vice verſa, that 
the national Character is a certain Indication of the State and Condition 
of the Arts. Education determines both. The rambling imperfect Me- 
thod in which that is proſecuted, we ſee, influences our Judgements m 

all Situations. Without Study we commence Maſters ; without Sen- 
timent we ſet up for Taſte; without Knowlege we preſume to be Con- 
noifſeurs ; and with the wonderful Acquiſition of a few technical Phraſes, 
and common-place Remarks, picked up at Random, or retailed from others, 
no wiſer than ourſelves, we grow learned and deciſive on every Subject. 
Thus, raſhly and indiſcriminately, Aut at all before us, we bulk out 
Cenfure by the Groſs, but diſtribute Praiſe by Scruples. We admire and 
ſearch after every Bauble of foreign Extraction, with an Avidity of Polite- 
neſs bordering upon Frenzy ; and, in the ſame Spirit, deſpiſe every Thing 
of our own Growth. While Foreigners, more wiſe, but leſs complaiſant, 
paying a juſt and laudable Refpe@ to themſelves, eſtabliſh their Fortunes 
on our Imaginations, and make a Property of our Folly. Our Ciceroni and 
our Virt4 daily expend vaſt Sums, and load themſelves with Articles of 
Elegancy and Fancy, in the Shops of Italy and France, paſſing for tlie 
native Produce of thoſe Countries, but actually imported from England; 
the Production of Birmingham, Sheffield, Worceſter, and other manufac- 
turing Towns at Home; which had there lain a Dreg, unnoticed and with- 
out Purchaſers ——Genivs has often ſhewed itſelf in this poor, deſpiſed 
Country of Ireland ; has made noble Efforts to expand; and would have 
produced Fruit in due Seaſon ; but it was nipped in the Bud, and ſtinted 
in its Growth, *till tranſplanted into a warmer Climate, and more indul- 
gent Soil, it A porter its genuine Original, and there grew up, and: * 
riſned . But paſs we this unpleaſing Image by.” 


To theſe Strictures, on the early NegleQs and Overſights in 
the Education of Daughters, it may be objected, that the Dancing 
Maſter is often an Exception. He, it is preſumed, in the contrary Extreme, 
is often prematurely called in, by which, the very Intention is fi- 
nally defeated. His Preeepts and Manczuvres “ to the tender, unenlight- 
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This chiefly reſpects grave Dances ; thoſe of a comic Nature may be ſucceſsfully prac- 
ticed as a methodized H xcreiſe to keep them erect, and ſet them firm upon their Limbs. 
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enced Conceptions of Infants, can have little Connection or Meaning. 
Hence their Imitations are uncooth ; their Deportment mere Formality ; 
and, conſequently, abſtrated from our Prejudices towards them, utterly 
void of Grace. They have neither Strength nor Form to give Dignity to 
his Attitudes, or execute them with Preciſion. Length of Time and Prac- 
tice, 'tis true, will produce Agility and Expertneſs ; but they will become 
inſipid Manneriſts in Execution, and, in Point of Elegance, ſetile into a 
ſpiritleſs, unintereſting Mediocrity, which they can never get beyond *, 
The Foundation of all Elegance is ultimately in the Mind, and ought to 
be there implanted, and firſt aſſiduouſſy cultivated, by all who would ar- 
rive at any Degree of true Elegance. This was well known to the Ro- 
mans of old; they availed themſelves of it in Practice, and our quick- 
ſighted Neighbours the French wiſely tread in their Steps. In perſonal 
Charms our fair Countrywomen are acknowleged inferior to none, if nct 
ſuperior to all. Yet, in Agreeableneſs, and in every rational Qyalificati- 
on, tis aſſerted, the Ladies of the Continent are conſpicuouſly pre-emi- 
nent. We are not aſhamed to imitate their Follies ; let us not bluſh to 
adopt their Perfections, though we have not, in both Caſes, equal Oppor- 
tunities of drawing from the Life. Strangers ſee them only, as it were, 
in Maſquerade, tricked out in all their Airs and Impertinences, for public 
Exhibition; to get Admiſſion to their private and more rational Parties, 
is an Affair of more Difficulty than is generally underſtood. Sometimes 
fuch Parties are occaſionally made, in Compliment to particular Perſonages, 
but then conſiſt of a heterogeneous Mixture of Characters, very different 
from what they enjoy among themſelves. We boaſt of a more profound 
Skill in the Myſteries and Labyrinths of the Sciences ; they are happier 
in familiarizing and making them more known and more uſeful to the 
World. With them, it is neither eſteemed pedantic nor unfaſhionable 

Sſſz to 


* A few ſingular Exceptions are of no Force againſt a general Truth. 
The completeſt Dancer I ever ſaw, and fo acknowleged by all Judges, was, excluſive 
of her perſonal Advantages, one of the beſt informed and moſt intelligent Females I ever 
converſed with, What was eſteemed Flegance in others might be called Machinery ; in her 
it appeared an Emanation of the Mind, congenial with her Nature; an individual Soul 
ſeemed to have Charge of every Movement ; which, ſuperior to Art, and unconſcious of 
Deſign, transfuſed throughout her whole Deportment the nameleſs Decencies and Elegance 
of her Underſtanding. Cairo Mix on. 
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to blend Philoſophy with Amuſement; and Wit and Science are ſeen 
united Hand in Hand; that too in the Company of Ladies, who bear a 
ſenſible Part in thoſe Converſations, and enter into all the Spirit of them. 
This Taſte is truly Attic ; they have no Need of Recourſe to the Bottle, 
or the Barbariſms of the Stable ; and though they preſcribe in all Matters 
of Dreſs and Decoration, they leave to their Neighbours the improving 
Diſcuſſions of Caps, Handkerchiefs and Ruffles : Theirs is © the Feaſt of 
Reaſon, and the Flow of Soul.” Men are miſtaken who imagine Women 
are to be entertained only with Trifles; and they juſtly hold him in ſe- 
cret Contempt who pays them ſo ill a Compliment. In the Name of all 
that is good and ſenſible l let us throw off this Tyranny of Cuſtom, and 
give the Minds of our Females a more liberal and proper Bent. Along 
with the common Qualifications of the Pen and the Needle, they might, 
with Eaſe and Pleaſure to themſelves, be led through a regular Courſe of 
the Belles Lettres, ſuch as Geography, Chronology, Hiſtory, Cc. par- 
ticularly they ought to be perfected in that rare and uſeful Accompliſh- 
ment, the Knowlege of their native Language ; to feel it in all its Force, 
and comprehend it in all its Beauties; to write it with Correctneſs, Purity, 
and Elegance; and to read and ſpeak it with all that conſummate Deli- 
cacy, Propriety and Grace, of which they are confeſſedly capable: Their 
Minds thus enlarged and qualified for receiving and communicating the 
higheſt and moſt refined Pleaſures of rational and ſocial Intercourſe, what 
a noble! what an intrinſically valuable Addition would it make to the 
Catalogue of their other PerfeCtions! * 


Thus, while Gentlemen enjoy the Treaſures of Homer, Sophocles, Thu- 
cydides, Demoſthenes, Xenopbon, Virgil, Horace, Cicero, Quinctilian, Te- 
rence, Livy, Tacitus, Salluſt, &c. &c. in the Originals; the Ladies may 
reſort to the ſame Stores, imbibe the ſame Sentiments, form and improve 
their Taſte upon the ſame Principles, and collect whatever is moſt valu- 

able 


* Whoever caſts his Eye over the Liſt of young Ladies prefixed to this Work, may find 
abundant Teſtimony of this Truth; there may he contemplate conſummate Beauty without 
Affe Gation, good Senſe without Vanity, and, without Oſtentation, improved Underſtand- 
ing. Perhaps a more charming Conſtellation of female Perfection no where exiſts. But 
fill more to the Honour of the young Ladies of Dublin, Beauty here is not a Cauſe of Rival- 
ſhip ; their Minds are above the Meanneſs of Envy; a ſiſterly Affection mutually inſpires 
them ; and they are ever happy in each other's Praiſes, : | 
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able in thoſe admired Ancients from Dryden, Pope, Francis, Leland, Smol- 
let, Franklin, Weſt, Spence, Gordon, Guthrie, &c. Sc. Should theſe be 
thought defective and inſufficient, then may their Huſbands and their 
Lovers avail themſelves of that Opportunity to ſhew their Scholarſhip, and 
aſſert their Charter of Superiority. They may rectify Inaccuracies, and 
elucidate difficult and myſterious Paſſages, by applying at the Fountain- 
Head. Nor need the Fair Sex lament their Loſs, when properly inſtruct- 
ed and duly qualified to read the great Originals they will find at home. 
Shakeſpear, Milton, Spencer, Young, Addiſon, Thompſon, Robertſon, Tillotſon, 
Locke, South, &c. Sc. are open to their View. The reading of Milron 
alone, judiciouſly taught by an able and ſkilful Maſter,” might open to 
them almoſt the whole Circle of human Science, and conſequently enrich 
their Minds with a comprehenſive and delightful Variety of elegant and 
uſeful Erudition. A perfect Acquaintance with this ſingle Author implies 
an Extent of Inſtruction which falls to the Share of but very few, even of 
our Sex; and the Delivery and Elucidation of a few Lines of any Part of 
the Paradiſe Loſt, would try their Abilities, and put to Proof their boaſted 
Learning, To be more explicit ; let us enquire what is included in the Idea 
of good Reading, and what are the indiſpenſable Requiſites to Perfection 
therein. This we may pretty well determine on the Authority of the 
Writer before cited. Every Page of his Book abounds with ſtrong good 
Senſe and incontrovertable Reaſoning on the Subject; and immediately to 
our Purpoſe, ſpeaking of Reading in general, he thus defines a juſt De- 
livery. © A juſt Delivery,” ſays he, © conſiſts in a diſtin Articulation 
of Words, pronounced in proper Tones, ſuitably varied to the Senſe, 
« and the Emotions of the Mind; with due Obſervation of Accent, of Em- 
« phaſis in its ſevera ! Gradations ; of Reſts or Pauſes of the Voice in pro- 
per Places, and well meaſured Degrees of Time, and the whole accom- 
« panied with expreſſive Looks, and fignificant Geſture.” He proves the 
great Difficulty of reading, and teaching to read aloud, from the imper- 
fect State of the written Language: For, of all theſe Ingredients, not 
one of which can be ſpared from a juſt Delivery, there are but two that 
« are at all regarded in the Art of writing; it contains no viſible Marks 
« of Articles which are the moſt important of all others, to a juſt Delivery ; 
and of Courſe not likely to be accompliſhed by the rude and illiterate, 
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* or by ſuch as neither profeſs to teach it, nor do they know how.” Whoever 
duly conſiders the above Definition. of a juſt Delivery, and will attentively 
accompany the Author in his Reaſoning thereon, will find it comprehends 
much more than is generally imagined, and that it is not to be taught by 
every mean Pretender, nor — without Knowlege, Attention, Pains, 
and Practice. 


No Man of Genius, who writes correctly, introduces a ſingle Word ſu- 
perfluouſly. He ſpeaks to the Point, and every Expreſſion carries its Idea 
along with it. Milton is particulary accurate in this Reſpect; every Syl- 
lable is weighed, and ſcarce a Letter finds Place without Intention. It 
ſhould be the Reader's Care to convey his Language and Sentiments with _ 
the ſame Preciſion, Having pronounced any Speech or Paſſage, ſhould 
the Reader be inclined to prove himſelf, let him lay aſide the Book, 

and, upon Examination, if he finds but a general Notion of the Subject, 
the Traces faint, and few or no particular Images impreſſed upon his 
Mind; if the Diſpoſition and Effect of every Light and Shade, and the 
Veriſimilitude of the whole and every Part cannot be accounted for; and 
if both his own, and the Minds of his Hearers, are not warmed and ani- 
mated with congenial Feelings, he may aſſure himſelf he has neither ex- 
preſſed nor conceived the Meaning of his Author, If he cannot imme- 
diately, or upon a flight Retroſpect, recall diſtinctly every Object and 
Alluſion ; explain every Phraſe and every Word; determine as to its Force, 
Extent, Propriety or Impropriety, as well in Reſpect of Sound as Senſe ; 
his Ideas are vague and inadequate, and his Delivery proportionally de- 
fective. The ſame Criterion by which Pope judges of a genuine Critic, 
may charaQerize a good Reader alſo. 


An able Maſter reads each Work of Wit, 
With the ſame Spirit that its Author writ. 


Nay, if the Reader cannot ſoar a Point beyond his Author, he cer- 
tainly.ſinks below him; conſequently his Tones, which ſhould reſult from, 
and be regulated by the Senſe, will be falſe and diſſonant; his Emo- 
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tions forced and affected; his Emphaſis ſpiritleſs and perplexed, and his 
Looks and Geſtures ill adapted, foreign, and burleſque. Hence it is evi- 
dent how few are equal to the Taſk, and what Talents and extenſive 
Knowlege are required in explaining this Author alone; but not this Au- 
thor only, in a proportionable Degree, the ſame Talents, the ſame Modes 
of Procedure are incidental iry the Teaching of all others. The Teacher 
muſt be perfect Maſter of his Author's Phraſeology, and be able in clear. 
and expreſſive Definitions to convey to his Pupils the various Acceptations 
of all the Terms and Words he uſes, literal and figurative. He muſt mi- 
nutely inform them in grammatical Principles, teach them to regulate the 
Tranſpoſitions, ſupply the Ellipſes, and to conſider and determine his: 
Style in all its niceſt Relations and Dependencies. Fe muſt make them well 
acquainted with the Principles and Laws of Verſificatian, and what is. 
underſtood by Proſody, an Article of the laſt Importance both to Writers 
and Speakers, though altogether a Myſtery to the many, and overlooked 
by all our Grammarians: yet wanting that, the Judgement and wonder- 
ful Contrivance of the Poet in the Application, Variety and Beauty of 
the Numbers of Paradiſe Loſt, making the Sound an Echo to the Senſe,” 
is in a great Meaſure thrown away. He muſt call in the Aid of Logic to 
dete and expoſe the Sophiſtry and falſe Reaſoning of the fallen Spirits. 
His K nowlege of the Scriptures and theologie Matters will often be brought 
to the Teſt, as well as his Acquaintance and Skill in the Sciences, Rhetoric, 
Aſtronom y, Phyſics; Geography, antient and modern; Hiſtory political, 
civil, military, and natural; to illuſtrate Beauties, determine Alluſions, and. 
inveſtigate Facts. He will often have Oecaſion to exerciſe his Knowlege in 
Antitiquities, Ethics, and Metaphyſics ; he muſt ſometimes converſe with 
the Mechanic Arts, and anon traverſe the airy Regions of Fiction and Ro- 
mance. Heraldry too ſhould lend her Aid; nor muſt he be a Stranger to 
the Siſter Arts, Painting and Muſic, to follow his Author, while he pur- 
ſues Things unattempted yet in Froſe or Rhyme.” In this Light, we 
may apply to Milton what the Duke of Buckingham, perhaps leſs de- 
ſervedly, ſaid of Homer. 

Read Aſilton once, and you can read no more; 

For all Books elſe appear ſo mean, ſo poor, 

« Verſe will ſeem Proſe; but ſtill perſiſt to read, 

And Milton will be all the Books you need.” 
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Nor is this all; he muſt exemplify his Precepts, and demonſtrate to his 
Pupils, in his own Practice, the Powers and Charms of a juſt Delivery, and 
ſet before them a /iving Pattern for their Imitation. Formidable as the 
Picture may at firſt appear, yet all this may be effected with young Ladies, 
and often has been, under the Idea of rational Amuſement, and pleaſurable 
Converſation, rather than a laborious Taſk, Neither to a ſenſible willing 
Mind does it require any very uncommon Share of Abilities, or extraor- 
dinary Application in the Pupil. Let the Learner, Male or Female, be 
but convinced of the Utility and Advantage, and ſet about it in Earneſt ; 
the reſt will follow. 


Many ſhut the Door of Improvement by Inattention, but Numbers 
ſplit upon the Rock of Impatience. This is chiefly ſpoken of Adults. 
Indeed it muſt be allowed ſomewhat diſtreſſing to thoſe who have gone 
on a Courſe of Years, and poſſibly too have been eſteemed good Read- 
ers, to find themſelves quite otherwiſe. Accuſtomed to an unreſtrained 
Career, they cannot at firſt, with Eaſe to themſelves, ſubmit to abrupt _ 
and frequent Interruptions ; to be ſtopped at every Clauſe , to be called 
upon for Explanations at every Word; to be obliged to perpetual Repeti- 
tions, over and over again; and to be attentive to nice and critical Diſtinc- 
tions, till, by their Tone and Manner, they prove they nut only compre- 
hend, but feel their Author in his full Force and Import. This often appears 
rather childiſh and unneceſſary, yet it is the only Method to attain Excel- 
lence. They who have been accuſtomed to ſkim over Volumes in a ſhort 
Space, will hardly be brought to practice and dwell upon a ſingle Speech, 
or a few ſhort Sentences, for ſeveral Leſſons ſucceſſively. The ſame Obſer- 
vations oft.n inculcated ; the ſame Faults often committed, and as often 
pointed out ; the ſame Difficulties often occurring, in different Shapes , 
the ſame Rules often tranſgreſſed, and inſiſted upon; muſt impede the 
Rapidity of their Progreſs, and for a Time prove very powerful Diſcourage- 
ments. They cannot hear and judge for themſelves ; their Shew of Improve- 
ment is but ſmall ; they feel diſſatisfied and unhappy ; and are impatient to 
get forward, i. e. to ſomething new. The Teacher ſees and feels their Diſ- 
quiets, and often, more from Politeneſs than Judgement, is induced to 
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indulge them. In the fame Predicament will he often find himſelf involved 
by the Parents of his younger Pupils. With his own Children he acts dif- 
ferently ; with them he is under no Reſtraints; there he has full Scope; he 
perſeveres, and they excell. Hence we ſee the Children of Profeſſors in 
every Art and Science turn ont ſuperior to others of the ſame Standing, ex- 
cept where, without Reſtriction, they could conſider them as their own; 
for, in that Caſe, they ſedulouſly ſtudy the Bent of Nature, and are con- 
tent to follow, as ſhe points out the Way, without Fear of Calumny or Im- 
putation, well knowing that under her Guidance, in due Time, they muſt 
attain the deſired Haven. It is amazing what Multitudes run directly 
counter to Reaſon and their own Wiſhes, in the Article of learning to 
read; and that hourly Experience does not convince them of their Miſ- 
conduct. By examining the Proceſs of fuch as are moſt expert 
« in the Art of reading, we may be fully convinced, that the received 
Practice is altogether erroneous; every one of whom will allow, that he 
cannot deliver any Piece of written Compoſition fo well at Sight, or on 
the firſt reading, as on the fecond ; nor on the ſecond, as on the third; 
and ſo he continues improving, as the Words grow more familiar to 
« him.” But tho' tis certain, beyond Controverſy, that we cannot poſſi- 
bly read with Propriety any thing which we do not thoroughly underſtand, 
and tho' it be allowed, © that, thro' Skill and Habit, a Reader, by the 
quick Motion of his Eye, may comprehend the full Meaning and Im- 
port of the Words, and even have juſt Ideas excited of the Mannef in 
which they ought to be delivered; yet it by no Means follows, that his 
Execution ſhould anſwer his Conceptions; or that the exact Tones and 
other Accompaniments of Diſcourſe, ſhould be ready at his Will; of 
this we have ſafficient Examples in Comedians, whoſe Profeſſion it is 
to deliver the Sentiments of others, as if they were the Reſult of their 
ov immediate Feeling. But it is not at the firſt, ſecond, third, or even 
* twentieth reading of their Parts, that they are able to hit upon the ex- 
act Manner in which the Words are to be delivered.” Theſe latter 
Authorities are extracted from the Lectures on Elocution, to ſhew thoſe 
who may be diſcouraged at the frequent Repetition of the ſame Paſſage, 
that they have not properly conſidered the Subject, and that, however 
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tedious and irkſome it may at firſt appear, it is, we again enforce it, the 
only Means by which Excellence is attainable. 


To a ſenſible Mind it muſt certainly be diſtreſſing to ſuppoſe young 
Ladies can knowingly, and againſt Conviction, be guilty of a Fault; but 
admitting that may happen, it would ill become a Friend to the Sex not 
to apprize them of it. Delicacy is indeed required in touching upon it, 
as the Fault hinted at often proceeds from Motives of Decorum, or a 
Virtue in Exceſs. It is in faſhionable French Phraſe termed Mauvais 
Hont, or what in Engliſb is underſtood, and better expreſſed, by Falſe Mo- 
deſty. Affectation, of all Sorts, is unamiable; this, of all others, the 
leaſt excuſable: It never contributes to any Good, but is always injurious 
to thoſe under its Influence. It enfeebles and abſorbs every Faculty, and 
utterly incapacitates them to exert their Talents to Advantage, even upon 
the moſt eligible and praiſe-worthy Occaſions. Even in Point of Diſcre- 
tion it cannot be juſtified, but often creates unfavourable Ideas of theis 
Temper and Diſpoſition: It is not only in itſelf unbecoming, but de- 
feats, or greatly obſtructs, all Attempts towards Improvement, particularly 
whatever regards public Exhibition. To ſay nothing of its being a 
Mark of Ruſticity and ill Breeding, a very moderate Acquaintance 
with the human Heart will ſhew, they judge incorrectly, who attempt 
to ſupport or palliate it on the Suppoſition of innate Goodneſs; for 
it is met in equal Degrees, both with the Virtuous and the Vicious, and 
is as often a Cloak to a bad Diſpoſition, as an Attendant on # 
good one. To plead, that aukward Baſhfulneſs is preferable to direct 
Impudence, is aſſuming a partial and inadmiſſable Conſequence ; there is 
a manifeſt Line of Diſtinction between them, and to be perfectly undiſturbed 
by the one, does, in no ReſpeR, infer you muſt be tainted with the 
other. Sometimes we may derive its Source from Poverty of Senti- 
ment, and Imbecility of Mind; but it is oftener the Effect of early Habit, 
and Prejudice of Education. In Reading it is. moſt frequent and repre. 
henſible; but thoſe who labour under it, when ſpoken. to, are apt to ſay 
they cannot avoid it, and taking this. for granted, never make the At- 
tempt ; though by their anſwering and general Converſation, they give 
Evidence to the contrary. © There are few Perſons, who, in private 
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Company. do not deliver their Sentiments with Propriety and Force, 
in their Manner, whenever they ſpeak.in Earneſt. Conſequently here 
is a ſure Standard fixed for Propriety and Force in reading, or ſpeak- 
6 « ing in Public; which is only to make Uſe of the ſame Manner in the 

one, as in the other. And this they certainly would do, if early 
« Pains were not taken to ſubſtitute an artificial Method, in the Room 
Hof that which is natural.“ 


Thus in ſupporting the female Right to Literature, other collateral 
Matters are introduced, perhaps not quite conſiſtent with the ſtrict 
Rules of Method. This is not meant as a regular Treatiſe, but only a few 
curſory Thoughts occaſionally thrown together, not however without 
Hopes of being uſeful. The general Advantages and Defects of School 
Education are touched upon; Cauſes aſſigned; Alterations and Improve- 
ments attempted and propoſed : That Women are endowed with a ra- 
tional Soul, and improvable Faculties is alſo maintained; and without 
encroaching upon the Province or Prerogatives of the Men, a general 
Courſe of Inſtruction in their Mother Tongue is contended for, and 
pointed out; and fuch Obſervations and Advices offered as may give it 
Effect, render them more amiable, uſeful and happy, and reſtore to them 
their due Rank in the Scale of Society. Whoever denies it, cannot with 
Juſtice impeach their Claim, but furniſhes ſhrewd Suſpicion of great 
Defeats in his own. What Ideas! what Sentiments! what a Taſte 
for ſocial Enjoyment muſt the Man have, who founds his Title to Eſteem 
on his Wife's Ignorance! how little entitled to Reſpect and Obedience, 
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Ia Situations, where Women are required to exert their Talents, we do not find the 
Men fo wonderfully faperior : 6. g. on the Stage; it is indeed the leaſt eligible Walk in 
Life ; as at the beſt it is attended with a Sprinkling of Diſhonour, yet it furniſhes Proof in 
Point. Garrick, Sheridan, Barry, Woodward, King, &c. have deſerved the Applauſe beſtowed 
upon them; Mrs. Cibber, Weffington, Clive, Yates, Fitzhenry, and Dancer, notwithſtanding the 
Difference and Diſadvantages of Education, ſhine out with equal Merit; the laſt, as a Player, 
in many Parts, ſtands unrivalled ; ſhe is the only Performer I ever ſaw, who came up to 
amy Idea of acting. ln the inferior Claſſes the Women have generally the Advantage. 

| — Mixos. 
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who _ eſtabliſh the Throne of his Authority on the Folly of his Con- 
ſort! Diſgrace to common Senſe! O Shame to Manhood! Diveſt your- 
ſelves of ſuch illiberal, groveling, humiliating Notions! In the very 
Choice too you defeat your own Purpoſes. Remember the ſuperannuated 
Lion in the Fable; nothing is more aſſuming than Ignorance ; and, even to 
a Proverb, Folly is wiſe in its own Conceit : Nothing is more perverſe, 
obſtinate and provoking. If you are conſcious of your own ImperfeQtion, 
if you feel your own Imbecility, ſhew your Senſe at leaſt in one Inſtance, 
and chooſe a Wife of Underſtanding. Such a one will not expoſe your 
Weakneſs; ſhe will conſult her own Honour in promoting yours. Such 
a Wife is a crown 5 to her Huſband; ſuch, in the Words — 
is the Wife, 


« Who never anſwers till her Huſband cools, 
And if ſhe rules him, never ſhews ſhe rules.” 


Now turn your Eyes inwards, ſhould you find any Repugnancy in your- 
ſelves, the Difficulty you experience m digeſting this Advice, may prove 
to you how little likely you are to meet implicit Obedience from a Wife, on 
your favourite Hypotheſis. What Arguments ſhall reduce Folly to Rea- 
ſon, or keep Ignorance in the Paths of Wiſdom? Reverſe the Picture: 
Good Senſe is ever modeſt, diffident, and diſcreet ; gentle, obliging, and 
ready to ſubmit ; theſe are her genuine CharaQeriſtics. 


Many can ſneer who cannot reaſon; and thoſe who are incapable of 
inveſtigating Truth, will yet endeavour tolaugh it out of Countenance, and 
overturn it with a Gibe. Some ſuch ſupercilious Wiſeacres have con- 
tracted the Circle of female Knowlege into a narrow Compaſs indeed! and 
highly value themſelves on a certain ſimple, culinary Adage, which they 
retail on all Occaſions: To ſuch Men it is no Breach of Juſtice or Cha- 
rity to wiſh ſuch Yoke-fellows. When Mankind are again reduced to a 
State of primitive Ruſticity, and have not the Means of paying either 
Cook or Laundreſs, the Wiſdom of the Doctrine will ſhew itſelf, and then it 
may be good Oeconomy to eſtabliſh it in Practice. Surely no Man of com- 
mon Senſe could ever mean it ſeriouſly ; when firſt urged, it muſt have been 

; ſatirically, 
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ſatirically, againſt thoſe who place all Merit in Externals, acquired with ſuch 
Pains, and purchaſed at ſuch Expence; as the Abſurdity of Extremes is al- 
ways beſt ſhewn by their Oppoſites. Such Parents there are; but tis to be 
hoped very few, who, convinced of the Practicability of a better Plan, have 
it in their Power to purſue it. Many ſhining Inſtances now preſent them- 
ſelves of Parents whoſe Conduct towards their Children is not only irre- 
proachable, but an Honour to human Nature ; the regulated Minds, un- 
conſtrained Behaviour, and truly amiable and virtuous Qyalifications of 
their Children, are Teſtimonies of the Truth. But it is againſt the Spi- 
rit of the Times to particularize Names; Envy turns pale at the Thought, 
and Malevolence ſtands ready to pick out Faults, or make them. Exter- 
nal Accompliſhments are indiſputably eſſential to a polite Education, yet 
comparatively eſtimated, but in a ſecondary Degree. They are in their 
Nature, tranſient, and dependent on Circumſtances ; ſadden, uncertain, 
and interrupted ; like Meteors in the Air, they catch our Attention for a 
Moment, but having little intrinſic Merit in themſelves, they blaze, they 
vaniſh, and are loſt in Oblivion. Far otherwiſe the Effects of an elegant 
and improved Underſtanding ; that is permanent ; that is ever new, is 
ever amiable ; it enhances and gives Luſtre: to the reſt, and ceaſes but 
with Life, * '* ®. © 


With theſe Views, and upon theſe Conſiderations, Mr. Way Ts un- 
dertook the Education of Youth; and, with all Deference, preſumes, 
that where the ſame Principles are ſteadily adhered to, a Boy, with a 
proportional Share of the Gifts of Nature, muſt become a more uſeſul 
Member of Society, than is poſſible in the common Methods. His Heart 
will be humanized; his Underſtanding opened; his Sentiments enlarged ; 
his Morals improved: he muſt be a more diſintereſted Friend; a more 
rational Companion; a more confirmed Chriſtian ; a better Man; and, 
in a Word, more completely qualified to diſcharge every Duty of Life, 
in whatever Station. | 

A particular Detail of the Manner of conducting his Pupils thro the ſeve- 
. Lowrnng, 7; . WE 


* 
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&c. is delivered to the Friends of every young Gentleman, at his Com- 
mencement. It may therefore at preſent ſuffice to intimate, in general, 
that, with the Advice and Approbation of the learned and judicious, he 
has introduced ſeveral very capital and eſſential Branches of Inſtruction 
not formerly in Practice amongſt us, and has made ſuch Improvements 
and Regulations in the other Branches, that his Plan may be conſidered 
as entirely new, in which the following are principal Objects of Atten- 
tion, vis. The Teaching of ENGLI1sH in a CLASSICAL MANNER, upon 
Principles drawn from the Nature and Conſtitution of our own Language, 
which hitherto have been little known or attended to; and along with this 
to join a regular Courſe of practical Learning, as Writing, Arithmetic, 
Book-keeping, and Mathematics, together with Geography, ancient as well 
as modern, and the Uſe of the Globes, as alſo the Rudiments of Chronology, 
Mythology, Sacred and Profane Hiſtory, Aftronomy and Natural Philoſo- 
phy, ſo as to make the whole a ComeLeTE STS TEM of Engliſh Educa- 
tion: It is not to be underſtood that more is here intended than a Courſe 
preparatory to more extenſive Study, which may be very well accompliſhed 
by the Time a young Gentleman, of moderate Abilities, arrives at his tenth 
or eleventh Year, previous to his attempting of the dead Languages. Nu- 
merous Inſtances in Evidence of this might be pointed out in the Liſt of 
Subſcribers prefixed to this Work ; and their ſubſequent Progreſs, and Re- 
putation, in every Branch of Science, both at Schoo/ and UnrversTy, fully 
evince the Advantages and NecessrTyY of fuch an Inſtitution. It is pecu- 
liarly adapted to the Purpoſes of Children of Rank, entitled to fit in either 
Houſe of PaRLIAMRN T; and equally calculated to anſwer the important 
Ends of thoſe who would effectually diſcharge the Duties of their Calling, 
and are deſirous to ſhine in the PuLertt, on the BZN CR, or at the BAR. 
The Country Gentleman who wiſhes to ſupport an Intereſt, and main- 
tain an Influence in his County; the Merchant in the Aſſemblies of his 
Commercial Brethren ; and even thoſe of inferior Note, in their corporate 
Capacity, muſt ſoon perceive the Advantages of a cLassIcaL SYs TEM 
of Engliſh Education, the great Object of which is to render the Stu- 
dents in the moſt eminent Degree uſeful to themſelves and to Society; 
« by taking proper Care to ſtore their Minds with „** 
4 s 
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* uſcful Ideas, to give Strength and Vigour to their Underſtanding, and 
Force and Perſpicacity to Reaſon; and at the ſame Time to ſupply the 
* Means of diſplaying thoſe Faculties to others in their full Power and 
* Beauty,” All theſe are the neceſſary and certain Conſequences of lay- 
ing the Foundation and Streſs of our Learning in the Study and Cul- 
tivation of our MoTazr Toxevus. * , 


In the Execution of this Plan, the Propoſer found himſelf obliged to-devi- 


ate from the generally received Modes of School Diſcipline : And, obſerving 


that the Actions of all Perſons, appearing in any public Capacity, are greatly. 
liable to Miſrepreſentations and groundleſs Cenſure, from the Miſappre- 
henſion, Ill-Nature, Envy or intereſted Motives of ſome; and the great 
Supineneſs and too haſty Credulity of others; it was thought neceſſary 
for the Satisfaction of the Parents of his Pupils, as well as in regard to 
himſelf, that they ſhould have frequent Opportunities of examining per- 
ſonally into the Nature and Propriety of his Inſtructions, and the Atten- 
tion paid to their Children. By theſe Means they would be enabled to 


form a fair and impartial Judgement of the whole, which could not be 
done 


In a public Aſſembly, conſiſting of upwards of three hundred Genilemen of Learning and 
Abilities, a Subject of a very intereſting Nature was occaſionally ſtarted, and for a long 
Time agitated with ſingular Addreſs by ſeveral Diſputants, Maſter Ratrn Gonk, Nephew 
to the Farl of Roſs, was accidentally preſent. He liſtened with Attention, and at laſt 
modeſtly obſerved to thoſe near him, that he believed he could conſute many Things he had 
heard aſſerted, and if it was not improper for a Child to ſpeak in that Aſſembly, with Leave, 
he would endeavour to do it, Permiſſion was aſked, and granted. He pleaded his Youth and 
Inexperience, and hoped. they would excuſe ſome DeteQs in Articulation, as be had left. 
Guernſey, the Place of his Nativity, where French is chiefly ſpoken, but about three Years be- 
ſore; he then clearly and diſtincily entered into the Diſcuſſion of the Qyeſtion, and entirely turned 
the Current of Debate, concluding with this ſpirited and pointed Remark upon ſome Laſtances 
of Perſian Tyranny he had mentioned, Would a Free State | would a Briton! would a rational 
Creature tamely ſubmit to ſuch. Indignities !” This young Gentleman, his Brother AnTroxy, . 
and a conſiderable Number. more of.their.Cotemporaries and Claſs-Fellows, accompliſhed the 
Courſe laid down (excepting Book-keeping and the Mathematic Part) withconſiderable Additi- 
ons, at a much earlier Period than the Time preſcribed. Maſter Lyxam, perfeQ. in the 
former, had made a Proficiency in an advanced Courſe at nine Years old. 

$7 Maſter Gonk was at this Time but in his eleventh Year. 
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done from flying Reports, or a few random Queſtions, caſually put to 
Child without Order or Connection.. This gave Riſe to 


PUBLIC. .EXAMINATIONS: 


- 


And theſe he flattered himſelf might be productive of ftill greater Advan- 


tages; for the extraordinary Care and Pains taken to prepare the young 


Gentlemen on theſe Occaſions ; the Delight they muſt naturally feel in 


the Preſence and Approbation of their Friends ; together with the Pre- 


miums, and other honorary Marks of Diſtinction conferred on fuch as ex- 


celled; and the tempered and manly Confidence, Eafe and Freedom 
acquired by theſe Exerciſes, muſt, doubtleſs, inſpire them with a 


- noble Spirit of Aſſiduity and Emulation, and greatly tend to their 
Advancement. Here, likewiſe, the learned and judicions Auditors 
might have a fine Opportunity of exerciſing their Abilities, and 
proving their Regards to Society in general, as well as to their own 
Children. Nothing was ever produced entirely perfect at once, nor is 
any Man exempt from Failures and Inadvertencies, theſe they might, 


from Time to Time, point out, and communicate ſuch other Remarks 
and Obſervations as might greatly contribute to the Perfection of the 
Undertaking: And, though all Children might not be equally benefitted, 

as 


* In the Examination of Boys, we ought to confine ourſelves to the Authors they have 
read, time it properly, and do it with Delicacy and Reſerve. We ſhould only put ſuch 
Queſtions to them as it may be juſtly ſuppoſed they ought to anſwer, avoiding ſuch Things as 
probably they never thought or heard of. This would give them an Opportunity of ſhewing 
themſelves, and ſufficiently prove their Judgement, and the Proficiency they have made at 
School, And by allowing them a proportionable Degree of Praiſe, they would be con- 
vinced their Labours were not vain, and Succeſs would give a double Edge to their Applica- 
tion. A contrary Behaviour damps their Spirits, renders them lifleſs, indolent, and unwil- 
ling to apply, as thinking it impoſſible to anſwer our ExpeQations ——T have, with the 
greateſt Indignation, heard the Diligence of a moſt accurate Maſter called in Queſtion, be- 
cauſe a poor young Boy was unable to anſwer every Thing propoſed; when perhaps the 
Fault was rather Want of Accuracy in the Examiner, than any Lameneſs in the Boy, In a 
Word, when People judge from trifling Circumſtances, and will not be at the Pains to exa- 
mine into the real Progreſs of Children, it is in vain for either Maſter or Scholar to depend 
upon their Approbation. BarcLtar. 
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as Nature is not equally bountiful to all, the diſcerning Parent would 
have Reaſon to felicitate himſelf on the Diſcovery of his Child's true Ge- 
nius, and native Propenſity, which would here be called forth, and ma- 
nifeſt themſelves, and might ſerve as a moſt excellent Clue to guide him 
in his future Deſtination, | | 


Is it now requiſite to appeal to the Candour of ſenſible and diſcreet Pa- 
rents? Muſt the Powers of rhetorical Artifice be exerted to conciliate Fa- 
vour to a Scheme fraught with ſuch numerous and ſuch ſignal Advan- 
tages, confirmed by a Length of Experience? I cannot think it. They 
are your Children, the dear Pledges of your Affections, the tender Objects 
of your moſt benevolent and worthy Purſuits, for whom I plead. Tis 
your Duty, your indiſpenſable Duty, coolly and diſpaſſionately to ſeek 
out, examine and maturely conſider the beſt Methods of promoting and 
ſecuring their Improvement, their Virtue and their Happineſs. No Per- 
ſon, no Conſideration, can, or ought to ſtand in Competition with them. 
They are ſeverally and collectively the Treaſure, the Hope, the Support, 
the Life of future Society ; they are a ſacred Depoſit confidentially en- 
truſted to your Care, by the Deity himſelf. O Mothers! how are ye ho- 
noured above all Creatures! 'tis yours to uſher into Life Heirs to Eterni- 
ty! For whom the Majeſty of Heaven, our bleſſed Redeemer, came down 
and ſuffered! and to that Deity are you anſwerable for your Conduct to- 
wards them. Diſcard your unmeaning, ſelfiſh Indulgencies; lay aſide your 
petulant Humours, and let Reaſon only be your Guide, when their Good 
is in Queſtion. Parents, awake ! reflect] truſt not your vague, ill-concert- 
ed, imaginary Notions, nor bury your golden Talent in the Earth; theſe 
will be poor ineffectual Pleas at the great Day of Accompt. I know what 
it is to be a Father; I have Children, and 1 love them; as a Preceptor, 
perhaps no Man has ever been more happy ; and, as a Father and a Friend, 
L love my deſerving Pupils alſo; I enjoy their Merit, am unhappy in their 
Diſtreſſes, and equally rejoice in their Felicity. If what I have advanced be 
founded in Reaſon, and in Nature, adopt it ; if otherwiſe, let it meet the 
Fate it deſerves. From my Enemies I expect no Indulgence; from my 
Friends, in this Caſe, I defire none. 
| | Uunu Upon 
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Upon the whole, it muſt be granted, that a Reformation in many eſ- 
ſential Articles in our Inſtitution of Youth, and a Syſtem of Education 
upon more rational Principles, have long been evidently wanting, and 
moſt ardently wiſhed for; yet, all Means hitherto employed, to bring 
about a Revolution in our Schools, have proved ineffectual. It has ever 
been thought a Taſk too arduous for any fingle Perſon to attempt; and 
though all the Efforts of the many eminent Maſters throughout the King- 
dom were united, they would avail but little towards producing ſo deſir- 
able an End. As this is a Matter which affects every Individual of the 
Community, it is from the Public alone we can expect a Remedy. If Pa- 
rents could be prevailed on to look into, and cloſely examine the Preten- 
ſions and real Qualifications of thoſe who ſet up for Teachers; and, where 
particularly circumſtanced, would rely upon ſuch Accounts only as are 
indeed authentic, the Reſult of a well-informed, diſtinguiſhing, unbiaſſed 
Judgement ; and would take Pains to be thoroughly acquainted with the 
Methods, Intentions, and entire Scope of the Perſon to whoſe Care they 
commit their Children; and fully ſatisfied of theſe, would then give them 
wholly up to his Management and Tuition (obliging them to conſtant 
Attendance, and a punQual Obſervance of his Rules) their Cenſure would 
be more juſtly to be feared; their Applauſes more valued, and ſought 
after; and as Pique, Partiality, or Faſhion, would have but little Influ- 
ence, none but Men of real Merit and Abilities would offer themſelves 
Candidates for ſo great, ſo important a Truſt. The happy Conſequences 
would amply recompence them for their Trouble. 


Were Parents but more cautious whom they truſt, 
And to good Maſters more exact and juſt, 

Great Revolutions ſoon in Schools they'd find, 
Pleaſing to both, and uſeful to Mankind: 

* And each his ſeveral Charge might well command, 
* Would all but ſtoop to what they underſtand.” 
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The Writer cannot conclude, without paying his Tribute of Reſpect 
to a Gentleman, to whom the Kingdom in general, and he in particu- 
lar, is much indebted. If great natural Abilities, extenfive and profound 
Erudition, Integrity of Heart, and Purity of Manners, nearly forty 
Years, laboriouſly, and uniformly exerted in the Service of the Public, 
have any Claim to our Regard, Mr. SaMuteL Epwarps of Golden-lane, 
may rank with the moſt eminent. He was the firſt who attempted Any- 
thing of Method in teaching Engliſh amongſt us; and though always 
deſervedly encouraged, the Oppoſition and groundleſs Aſperſions he 
often experienced, were ſufficient to prove the Diſagreeableneſs and Dif- 
ficulties of the Taſk, and to damp the Spirit of Reformation, as well as 
to ſhew how little People in general ſtudy, or underſtand their real Inte- 
reſt. Accept, dear Sir, this ſmall Ta Ac r on EnG6Lisn EDUCATION, as a 
ſincere Teſtimony of my Gratitude, Affection, and Eſteem. I am. ſenſible 
it has its Imperfections; but I reſt aſſured you will not treat it with leſs 
friendly Attention and Indulgence, than you did the Writer himſelf, 
during the ſix Years he boarded in your Houſe, and had the Happineſs af 
being under your Tuition. 
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The following Quotation was inatdvetteinly TTY in its' Place, P. 509, 
where it was originally introduced. 


* It cinnet” be denied that the MRCOVY of Converſation 


would greatly contribute to improve our Manners, and to make us 
take Delight in Society. The Way to improve Converſation, is to 
< make that a chief Object of Attention, in the Education of our Youth, 


< by inſtructing them in all the Points eſſential to it, inſtead of leaving 

it, as we do now, to Chance. To attend to their Delivery from their 
firſt Efforts to articulate, to the utmoſt Perfection of a refined Elocu- 
tion. To make them ſtudy the pteciſe Meaning of all the Words and 
* Phraſes in their native Tongue. By conſtant actes both in re- 

eiting the beſt Works, and their own extemporaneous Comments upon 
„ them, to give them a Facility, and Elegance, of Expreſſion; all this 
« will be done of Courſe, if we make the livin ng Language, as it ought ba 
* be, our firſt Object of Attention; and conſider the Written one, as 

« ſhould be, only in a ſecondary Light. This would be the moſt effec- 
« tual Way to check the Force of that ſordid Principle, Selfiſnneſs, the 
« Nouriſher of every Vice; and to give Vigour to you noble one of Be- 
9 _— the Source of every Chriſtian Virtue.” 


- 


Juſt publiſhed by the Editor hereof, 


SHERIDAN?s LECTURES ON ELOCUTION : Together with two Diſſertations on 
— and ſome other Tracts relative to thoſe Subjects: With various Thoughts, and in- 


Obſervations, on the preſent prevailing Mode of Education, occaſionally interſperſed. 
The third Edition, reviſed by the Author. 


In the Preſs, and ſpeedily will be publiſhed, 


PRACTICAL ELOCUTION; or, Tus AzT or RzrapinG AND SPEAKING ix 
PuBLic. In Two Pars. Containing, 


I. An Ess Ax, in which. are given Rules and Directions for a juſt — 
properly the principal Paſſions and Humours which occur in Reading or public ng 


II. SpEECHEs and PAs8AGES taken both from the Ancients and Moderns, a Va» 
riety of Examples for Practice, the emphatical Words printed in Italics, with Notes of Direction 
and Obſervations referring to the Ess av. 


The whole ſo contrived and diſpoſed as may beſt ſerve to illuſtrate the Rules of Grammar 
and Rhetoric; to exemplify the Laws and Beauties of Compoſition; and to give a comparative 
View of the Style, Invention, and different Excellencies of the ſeveral Authors from whom the. 
Eumples are extracted. By SAMUEL Wurz, Principal of the Engliſh Grammar-School. 
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tF In the Courſe of a long Work, Errors will eſcape the moſt correct; and as the Editor is 


greatly engaged in a painful Avocation, and was often under a Neceſſity of being in the Coun.. - 


try, and ſometimes out of the Kingdom, while. this Volume was at Preſs, he flatters himſelf 
the Reader will excuſe ſome Inaccuracies of PunQuation, and onthographical Miſtakes. The 
following, it 1s hoped, are the moſt conſiderable. 


. E ↄ . 


In the Prefatory Epiſtle, Page iv. Line 3, for 422 2 read 42% 
*. * after the Word Propoſals put a Comms (;) 


In the Work 11 2, for, Horizon's, read Horizons N 
| 40 18, for, lead, read leads 
49 3, for, ſomething, read ſomewhat 
+ $6 8, for, . read earlieſt 


for, ng, read grating 
58 17, 85 — To 
63 1, "Meadows green, in the Original, verdaat Plain 


| v for (3) put (t— 
76 1% 4 
19, plain, i in the Original, Green 
20, fing, in the Original, bring 
23. P walks, read ſtalks EY 
26, Green, in the Original, Plai 

' 80 ., for, Summer's Roſe, n 

8 15, pacific, in the Ori prolific 
| 20, unbounded, in 2 — 


* * 


96 13, Sprights, in the * 1 
98 — ditto ditto 
99 4. — 2 Plain, in the > ana Scene 


101 4s Spleen, in the Original, 
151 11, for, big, read large 
165 10, for, the Chair, read her Chair 


175 20, for, open, read open'd 
293 2 for, Imagination, read IMAGINATION 
In the Note, for Spenſer, read Alenſidr 


463 17, for, awkward, read aukward 
464 6, for, anaw'd, read unaw'd 
20, for, — read moral 
496 235, for, touch, read taſte 
$03 26, for, Antitiquities, read Antiquities ; 
$06 23, for, partial, read arbitrary 


ow 


